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PBEPACE, 

During the summers of 1846, % the author had the 
pleasure of visiting the peninsula of ])(bntauk in company 
with a friend, to whom all its objects of curiosity and its 
tales of former times were familiar. Partly to recall the 
pleasant hours which he there spent,^ and partly because hf^ 
deemed the subject one of interest in itself, he has produced 
the following poem ; in which, if any see littk to prais#^ he 
would fain hope that the effort to commend to public regard, 
what has proved to himself a Aurce of much quiet ple^mre . 
and .enjoyment, may at least shield him from censure. 

For the historical sketch at the close, he is indebted to the 
same friend, whose enthusiastic admiration first woke in 
him an interest in the history, the traditions, and the scenery, 
of this peculiar country. 

J, A. A. 

East Hartford, Dec. 1848. 
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LEGENDS OF MONTAUK. 



PART I. 



"I have asked the ancient deserts, 

To give my dead a place." — ^HiiLkKs. 



Morn, mellowing into Autumn, soft and fair. 
But wooing still the summer's golden air. 
Woke with its choicest smile, when first I paiised 
The hills that rise beside *Neg.peague's^ lone waste. 
Joyous, I heard, while slowly borne along. 
From wakening birds, the early burst^ of soog, 
Upspringing like a morning hymn, to rise 
And mingle with the worship of the skies* 
Far down the west, the waning shadows died. 
The coming sun glemced on the mountain side, 

.1-1 i ^ ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ .. ■! ■ II II 
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Reared its bald head o-er Nommonock's' far height. 
And with its golden flood made all things light. 
Lo ! where old ocean^ restless in its bed. 
Raised this drear waste above its billowy head ! 
Far stretching on, the barren plain of sand. 
Joins Seawanhackee* to " the hilly' land/' 
Still, o'er its face, rests now the breath of mom. 
Nor trees, nor winding stream, its face adorn. 
For grassy lawn, or waving fields of grain. 
The wearied eye roams o'er its length in vain; 
Nip shady vale, or swelling land, it finds. 
Save glittering sand hills, built by roving winds. 
Silent Neapeague ! far stretching, void, and drear. 
Yet from thy stillness, springs a voice of cheer. 
Upon thy sands, the ocean billows rest. 
Thundering in storm, or rippling on thy breast. 

Cold is the heart that does not bound to view. 
For the first time, the ocean's ToBing bhie ; 
The long wkite wave, that foams far down the shore. 
Whose steady beating is the surfs deep xoar. 
Or the broad mirror, where the waters sleep 
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That fill the channels of the unmeasured deep. 
Wide rolling ocean ! how all thoughts of inan 
Sink iqi the vasCness of thy mighty plan ; 
Still in the dim horizon, swims the tide. 
Whose kindred waters How thy feet beside. 
Thy pathway waits about the gates of morn. 
Where glowing light the ocean tints adorn, 
And with the dying day, by Andes did. 
Rippling on pebbled shores, thy notes sweet music 

hold. 
Thy tone is mortal music, yet aspires 
To the deep chiming of immortal choirs ; 
Wild, solemn, soft; so still, the listening ear 
Bows th' enravished melody to hear. 
What thoughts thy presence wakes, oh mighty flood ! 
Hushed o'er the heart comes awe, with reverent 

mood, 
Searching the mighty finite, to adore 
The infinite o[ aU*creating power. 
And beauty, leaving for a little while, 
The Up of opening flower, and woman's smile, 
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And streamlet murmuring through embowering 

groves, 
And whispering trees, that gentle zephyrs move. 
The witching shadows of the moonlit eve, 
And all enchanting things our spirits love ; 
Wakes like a new bom feeling, to drink in 
The inspiration of thy glorious scene. 
Wide ocean ! walking in thy majesty. 
While the hushed winds upon thy bosom lie. 
Or wildly struggling, when in mighty wrath 
The sounding tempest mars thy tranquil path ; 
In every mood, I own thy strong control. 
And feel thine influence mould my willing soul: 
Teach me, oh mighty deep, thy lessons wise. 
Breathe o'er my soul, oh ocean's restless sighs. 
And wake the enduring heart, that struggles for the 

prize. 
What stipes cluster round thy barren land. 
Far stretching desert, built by ocean's hand. 
Thy soil holds buried treasures ; ships are there. 
Whom wailing tempests, oai their shoulders bare. 
And laid unshattered in their mighty, graves. 
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Dug mid the howling of stonn-driven waves. 
And men, swept sudden from the flooded deck. 
Or dropped from spars, or from the cwKy wreck 
Falling exhausted, or swimming uselessly 
Over the foundered bark, we hid* with thee. 
And mighty monsters, floating at their ease. 
Diving far down, or ploughing foaming seas. 
Caught by the treacherous wave, and rudely tossed, 
All powerless naw, are stranded on thy coast. 
Yet light the sands rest on thy buried dead. 
Child of the sea,^ of storm and ocean bred; 
Creation saw thee not, or the new earth 
Fresh from the avenging flood, tipae's second birth. 

Cheerless Neapeague ! how bounds the heart to gain. 
The hills that spring beyond thy weary plain. 
On thcffirm earth we rested, gazing now 
Where stoimy dbean smoothed iits tranqufl brow ; 
Or on the close-eropt lawns, stretching fa& down 
From the taU hills, to where the waters frown ; 
Or oftener, banding curious eyes to trace 
The deep still valleys,^ love's cako roi^ii^ place. . 
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Sweet smiliiig valleys, quite forsakcB now. 
Cradled so fair beneath the mountain's brow. 
Though no fond hearts upon thy bosom lie, 
Yet heardest.thou many a tale, in days gone by ; 
When whispering, in the moonlight, words of lore. 
Souls wraj^d in bliss, through all thy walks would 

rove. 
Where now are all thy children, gentle home ? 
Could fidrer scenes entice them hence to roam ! 
Poor dwellers of the valley, hill, and plain, 
Thy homes long cherished, wait for thee in vain ; 
Gone like the leaf of summer, like the dew. 
That passes with tbe morning from the view. 

Upward and onward, till at nocm we hid. 
Beneath the shadows of the Hither? Wood : 
Faint remnant of the trees, whose giant forms. 
In other days fought with the raging storms ; 
Loud throttgb their tops, the ocean blasts were 

borne, 
Down the far valleys swept the foliage torn, 
Unflinching ]pet, and heedless of the fight. 
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Their bare arms waved in strength, above the 

mountain height. 
Stricken and inekly now, the forest shade. 
By bush and stunted tree is poorly made : 
Yet welcame> was its cover, while the i^an 
Of sluggish noon, the flaming chariot ran. 
With easy journey thenee by Kongonock, 
Across Down Neck, w« sought " the printed^ rock j" 
And by its side the pool, whose tranquil wave. 
Hides in its depth a heaven avenging grave. 

There is no country like Montauk^s rude isle ; 
Strange are its rolling hills, its vai^eys' smile. 
Its trees lone dying in their ancient place. 
As if in sorrow for a dying race ; 
Strange is its verdant sod, unbroken wide. 
Through the deep vales, and on the hills' broad side* 

Oft far Wamponomon^" at last, and lo ! ' 
How still and tranquil ; on the manly brow. 
Care writes no wrinkles here ; and the dull eye 
Of age or sorrow, wakes revivingly v 
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How grateful to the heart, fresh from the din 
And turmoil of quick life, in this still scene : 
Morn with its sacred hour, and pensive eve. 
On the calm soul their &ithful impress leave ; 
While the great thought of the eternal sea 
Awes first, then wakes within, a boundless energy. 
Day closed in b^uty, and I laid me down 
On the tall cliffs to watch th© shadows brown ; 
Around his glorious rest, the drowsy king 
Hung spangled clouds before sight's ehon. wing ; 
She, all devouring, drank the cheerful light. 
Quenched the far rays that touched the mountain 

height. 
Poured through the valleys, deepened on the plain. 
And fell in solemn stillness o'er the main. 
How still is darkness ! whether by the sea 
That soothes its waves to fall inore quietly. 
Or in the whispering forest, where the trees, 
With softer cadence, woo the night's calm breeze. 
Watching, with keenest sense, to catch the sound 
Of flying fox, that softly beats the ground; 
Or while the otgrl, iier guardian, flitting near. 
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On downy wing moclni mil yaw eoM to hmae ; 
Or yitt agmifi^ where f^lih tlie flashing Hgkt 
Of torch 9mA lanifs tiie peopled street is blight 
How still is darkness, and how solemn too^ 
That, black smi mjfiees^ clothecr the hea¥c»% bn^w^ 
Seen fron the audst <if bfaaing lanpi^ wfceM light 
Lifts for alittJa we^ the pftU ef nighdL 

Joyous and brigbi i^ le^jfcb, rote J)mm'9tm0i, ^ 
And gaily sparkled o'er the world at rest; 
Far on ths deep its loFely mdiamce kty^ 
Broader, awl brighter, like the goad^^ xmn's way. 
No sound, ^ve Nature's whispers, altered low. 
Through air, and earth, and ooean^ speaking now; 
With whistling pinion^ oHMCal to hear. 
Swift as the wiad the Uack duck ekft the air, 
Traveling from &r, loag ere in chiUiiig frost 
And blinding Movvw, its Autumn patirii loist. 
The snipe, with twl^ering note, and sanderling,. 
Faonad the mft air with rapid beating wing^ 
And from the sea, I heard ibe spectral ery 
Of the great h)oii, ring through th<& evening tky. 
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Long time I waited iileiit, and dnnk- m 

The sights and iKHinds of all this moriug miene ; 

Then by the snootk white sliorc* I stood, where 

come 
ForeTeff the long waves of oeem home, 
Attd besdhig dowii, I liiteBed seft aad lew, 
To the deep mttsic^' ef tlw water^ flow; 
Where rolling pebbles, hid beneath the sea. 
With the ^retiring wares make barman j. 

There is no music Hke the sounds that come, 
Frbm ecean's many-voiced, mysterious home. 
Light en the shore the dancii]^ ripple flows, 
With gentle murmur, when the south wind blows; 
Grand is the roar of waters, while they rise 
With angry tumult to the frowning skies : 
Loud sounds «loft, when storms the traveler blind. 
The trumpet echo of the flying wind*; 
And in the calm of elements, like symphony, 
Come notes of wandering birds from off the sea. 
I saw the Aips float idly on the tide. 
Or slowly move across the ocean-wide, 
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And heard in ism^f, e«g«r ebautings come 
Along the deep, landkol kind ho ! our home ! 
Soft fell the mogiiUglit on the ioowy sail, 
Whose lazy folds jet e0iUFt the seunding gale. 
Lit sparkling buliblM orer all the maiii, 
And with ito adellow light Made all tfaiDgs pJain. 
Then, while the wmged hoKon, with i«^d fUght 
Bore swiftly on tlM dinky wheels df Bight, 
With lingering st^, I mKtgbt the losely home," 
Unto whose evemng hearth few ReighboM come. 
And listened to a tale of the oklen tine. 
When warricos trod the iroiiing htUs sublime. 
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There is a valley" fair to view. 
Where the early violets blue. 
Hiding, in the leaves are seen. 
Peeping thiough their broken screen. 
While tl^e sun, yet far away. 
Shines with warm but fitful ray. 
Wakes them firom their sheltered bed. 
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Ere the froaen mmw« we iedl, 
'Tit ai^Msant thiag to96e, 
How tbey bloisaai hopefultyv 
In the T&Uey warm ord'iauv 
Sheltore«l from the efaUlj ak. 
And when AutuMn, datrk and diear;,, 
Muramrs to the eioaii^ f^^y 
Aodihe aitejN all KaMr^kd 
On the kill aad xnoraatam aide ; 
. Tk a pleaMiBt thmg to aieat 
Here aikl there an aster yet^ 
BkM>]»Lag in the ^kly ray^ 
Of the pale sun far away. 
Lovely valley, sweetly smiling, 
Beauti^, our hearts beguiling. 
Underneath thy flowery bed 
Rest the ashes of the dead. 
Lo ! th^ grass that gently waves. 
Hides a perished nation's graves. 
And the trees, bare-armed and drear. 
All about like ghosts apfiear. 
Mourners for the fallen state 
Standing sad and desolate. 



Speak^ ^ ▼itiky of tiM dead 1 
Where amall tfaj people ied ? 
Once ffom Kos^oDoek the j thread 
To CcAMeii'sfrowitkig head. 
And tbehr diitkj hamlets kky^ 
PeacoAd i& M§^t'# giimneiiuig lay* 
Now theirs ig not left a stone 
Of 4lit» Areilinf » owrthro^a. 
Not a single festing place, . 
For the rrasaant ef the race. 
Yet the valley sraislee as gay 
In the ma's i^taraii^r niy. 
And the -cheeriil asters Maeai 
On the verge ef Wintess glooiik 

Hast thon never heard the stwy 
Of the &moa» wamor king ? 
Brave Wjrandawoee, whose gtery 
Indian maidems loved to sing. 
la this valley w« his dwelling. 
All about kis followers lay, 
Oa tJbs hifi side^ g^itly swelUag 
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East and softlivtaRl, far awajF ; 
Yet so near, eaeh battle orj, 
Or the^ fhoot ^f victcwy, 
Woke the fierj beart, that beat 
In this dirtant still Ktreat. 
Over all tkeae rolHag aMmitaUM, 
Where the pleasant rall^yar hide, 
With their softly flowing fewatiuaa, 
High above the ocean tide,; 
Wa^ his arm cf power e^tendedi 
Undisturbed his kingly sway, 
From Wan^nomon^s far f nding 
To Neapeagne's still sheltering bay. 
Proud aid chieftain ! good and brave, 
Struggling hard thy land to save. 
While the sweeping wand of fete 
Made the people deaeilate; 
Many a tale of thee is told 
In these hills and valleys old | 
And the last of all thy nama, 
Kindles at thy deathleai fame, 
Wakes the fiery thought, that daod 
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Long ago im kintbied pt ide ; 
Ani wiih buraiAg heart aad to»§ue, 
As in oUier daj» ihej uwixg. 
Telle the legends^ M. and brkf^ 
Of the famoua wariior chie£ 

Day was cloaiiig, yellow and fur. 
Summer was breathing ita b«lmy air^ 
Beautiful Kongonock, Mr »tbe riew, 
Shone in the light with a ehangeable kue;^ 
Flowrets were drooping on aatore's &ir knaal| 
And cloiiiig their e jes Mke mortals lo rest ; 
Faint in the woods died the music of bords^ 
Day's parting whispers, beautiful words ; 
When our tide begias, in the days of yore, 
Two hiindred years ago or more. 

Is it a ti»M of pMce «r war ? 
For they coiq^-from the forest, near and far, 
Wyandannee's brave men are helre^ 
Each with a qiujmr, and bow, and spear. 
And heafto tkat laugh at the thought of fear« 
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Old men gather im group* i 

Few their words^ their thoughto pwoAmnA, 

Youth; with restleM hanul aad kea«t^ 

Draw, a merrier battd, 9feiMi^ • . 

Bend the bow or hurl tke Jimxt; 

And each hut the forest shades, 

Seems alive with lodiaii mudt^ 

Shining in their best anray^ 

Decked for some high holiday ; _ 

This is the bridal nighi to be. 

Of til* cliieftaiii's daughter^ Momone. 

Wert thoa bred in tke forest, beauti&ii OM ? 

Is the blown on thjr ch«ek, but the bwwii of the 

sun? 
And thy delicate stefp <m the dry fallen leaC 
Does it flow in the bkml of the child oi the chief? 
Then is nature a better teacher than we, 
When her lessons are given to sttcJi as tbeeu 

Wyandannee wvlki hue apart, 

He would Bot let them read hi9 hearty 

For thMgfatf are passing there, that threw 
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Their fitful light upon his brow ; 

He cannot bid the shadows go : 

It may be bat a nameless sorrow, 

For his lonely home when wakes the morrow ; 

A feeling of solitmde, hard to bear 

When the hearts we love no longer are there,* 

Or some secret grief he would not share : * 

Or it may be perchance some mighty dread. 

Dim, indistinct, hangs over his head ; 

Such things happen at times, 'tis said. 

Whaterer it be, it lasts not long, 

Momone comes from the festal throng. 

And the chieftain's thoughts are turned aside. 

Or he striveth well his care to hide* 

Child of a long and noble line ! 

The warrior said, let their spirit be thinel 

The cub of the panther, watches its sire. 

And the same Kght bums in its eye of fire ; 

The eaglet follows with daring wing. 

To the patk where soars the feathered king. 

Be the noihcnr of dbiefs, whose power shall stand 

Firm as the pinefl dT tke hilly land ; 
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Brave in the battle, swift as the wind, 

And with step that leaves no mark behind, 

For the wily foe, its trace to find. 

Brave isle of Montaukett f thy rulers have been 

Lords of the valley, and hill, and .plain. 

And thine is the lawful right to reign. 

My warriors eome from the valds that rest. 

Beneath Shagwannock's pine clad crest; 

From the Nommonock hills, from the mountain 

side. 
And the plains where the timid grass-bird« hide. 

Shall the pride of the warrior hide in his breast, 
Love deeper and stronger than words ere ex- 
pressed ? 
It may do it perhaps, when he stands in his place 
As the chief of his tribe, as the king of his race ; 
While the young men watch eaek word and toiie^ 
And the look of the brave, io make tbeir own ; 
Or the maidens sing of his deedirof fknw, 
Till the many-voiced echoes wake with Inmame i 
Yet he carath littk hi(| soul to kide^ -. 
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When the child of his* love, walks alone by his side. 
Hush child of Allanna ! bird of the wood ! 
If thou deemest me now in but sorrowful mood ; 
A vision of something, I scarcely know how, 
Was a weight on my heart, a cloud on my brow ; 
It is gone with thy coming, it returns not again, 
Thy ^sence can charm away weightier pain. 
From the home of thy youth* art thou paamng away ? 
Let the love of thy heart, in my lone dwelling stay. 
I shall miss thee at morn, for thy song will be 
In the ears of thy lover, onee sung for me. 
I shall miss thee at eve, when I walk alone, 
And listen no more to thy heart-cheerkig tone. 
The soft- whistling plover, bred on the plaia. 
In the opening spring will come again; 
And the very ^tpnes round its time-wom nest. 
By its frequent feet are sutely pressed. 
Thou wilt come again,^ at mom and eve, 
And the heart of thy sire will cease to griete. 
No shade on thy brow love, the hour flieih*fast, 
I have ceased from this hour, to tiiink of the past ; 
In the dim rising fufenN^ fmit visiatts I w^,. 
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And the fairest of all^ is my hope in thee. 
Thy lever awaits thee j is there one to compare 
With the chief of thy heart, in the ehose or in war: 
. His swift-flying arrow darts far o'er the pkin, 
And never returns to its quiver m vain. 
Fleet as the dear when he starts from his bed^ 
And sinks on his shouldeis^'^ his beautiful head^ 
His foot is first in the heakh*gii4ng race. 
And be speedetk alone, in the far-stretching chase; 
Such a chief is thy lover, then haste to his side. 
Ere he waiteth to welcome his far-straying bride. 

Gn Shagwannoek's towering head, 
All the giant pines are dead. 
That long eenturies ago, 
Flourisiif^ on his noUe brow« 
From the topi, now hoMt sad clear. 
View the prospect &r and near ; 
Mttoy a balf-fbrgetten place 
That tbt cunms eye eaa trace. 
Where soniKe ntorjy dim with years. 
Lingers eM it diMppeaMu 
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Th€*e is MaQchonock/' beside 

Still Neapeague's light swelling tide. 

And when bright the sun's rays fling 

Luster o'er the sea and laad^ t 

You may mark the gull's light yvi^g. 

Flapping o'er her bar of sand. 

Still away, Meshomac^^ lies 

Dim beneath the western skies ; 

And the Sheltering Isle is seen, 

Sleej^ng on the waiters green." 

Brief tk^ circuit of the isle^ 

Round which pleasant waters smile, 

Ever wandering to and fro, - • 

With the. tide's unceasing flpw. . ^ 

Here, two hundred years ago, ^ 

Dwelt Manhassett's^^ warriairs brave, 

In each creek the light canoe, 

Floating buoyant on the wave. 

Praise to the chi^tain, worthy to be 

Brother of Wyandannee ! 
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Who can unravel the wonderful tie • 
That knits our hearts mysteriousl j 1 
Lore for the Tveak, the frail, the fair, 
Clippeth the strong man's locks of hair, 
T^U he cannot hreak the silken string, 
That Cupid drops from hia idle wing. 
Love for the child on its mother's breast. 
Little heeding, though much oaressed, 
And that carelessly turns its «oft blue eye 
To the look that beameth eloquently ; 
Leadeth where pestilence, strong as death, 
DwellQth in every tranquil breath; 
Or dives through the bursting fiames, that come 
At midnight, from th' affrighted home. 
Love for a friend, no matter what nmne. 
Be it kindred, cmipanion, all the same, 
Where S3rmpathy true and long-tried binds. 
Like the rock to the crystal, congenial minds, 
Liveth, though years or seas divide 
The souls where true affections hide ; 
Heedeth not sorrolir, or pain, or grief. 
While the fount of the heart can give relief; 
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Nerveth itself anew to bear, 

Hopes disappointed^ trouble and csNre, 

Nor faileth^ till the daylight of reason depart^ 

And the Lokl gireth rest^ to tho^ o'er'-burdcM^S 

heart. 
Some such lova, in the legend His told> 
Bound together the warriors bold, 
And the brave of UnkencUe^' woiiM not rest, • 
With the crumbling mold on his silent te'eaet, 
l^ve where the hills of Monteukett, aad Mft, 
Watched for the ghost of Wjandmnnee. 
Two hundred years,, in the forest Amie 
They guard the place in the dry ear^ mindly 
Where, when they b«?e the wwrrior dead, 
Hiey rested awhile his mortal head. 
And ^rer since, as tflie tribe pass by. 
They view the spot with rerepent eye, • 
And sweep frmm tfcef earth with maxkms cwe^ 
The leaves by the many winds gathered th«ure. 
Till a mark is fomed in the saered i^ac« 
Which dhangiog time wiM not eflaee ; 
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And the traveler searches in curious mood^ 

For " the SachemV" Hole," in the haunted wood. 

Haik to the many^oned voices* of xnirth. 
The joy stirring sounds of the festive earth. 
While night closes beantiiful over, the vale. 
And the stars peep out m the moonlight pale. 
Moniooe/ gmeefal queeai. 
Treads with Ught foot the sylvan green. 
While, the merry dimee goes rooad and round. 
Till the cheerful echoes wake wHh the sound ; 
And the Indian maidens softly glide, 
Grefcceful fi&d i^l, in Hke path of the bride. 
Many a htave of the tarihe is nigh. 
But the light of the battle is not in his eye. 
And he looks on the dance, wilb a smile as fri^ 
As the child that laqghs on Its-miotkber's knee* 
The spear in bt& hftudi^t i» but. to guide 
His step more sure, on the steep kill-side ; 
And little he aeemeth to notice, or eave > 
For the quiver aad bow om bis shoulder bMre* 
Grey haired naen of the tribe look on. 
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And the tone severe from tfaeir brow is gpee j • 
Even wisden, sage and sad, « ii 

Deigneth sometimes to look glad. >♦ ^ 

List to the sounds of mirtk and «ong ^ 

That over the valley pour along, 
Youth is mad with laughter and gloe/ •! 

Loud rise the shouts of revelry, i 

Till the qmet- night forgets her pla^e, t 

And seemeth to hasten4ier tardy pace. % 
Td the iiome of the lover, tibe bride is borne ; . 
From the tree vrhere it gi»w,. the !»«e is shorn ; 
In the pride of her heart, still she oaciiiet forget 
How lonely his home whom she loveth most yet ; 
And her low,^^ whispered words, in the ear of the 

ehief. 
Soft breathi^gfs of lovte, are a sweet relief. • 

Still — hmdn^d. in a moment-^4»s the angel ef death 

Laid his icy hand on every breath ? 

Still — ^yes it cometh — on the soountain aikr, i^ 

I hear the kud cry, the alarum of war ; 

From the head of Shagwannock far flashes the light, 
5 



^ 
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'Tis the beacon\i warmiig, the signal of fight. 

Rise chief of Montaukett ! wake arm of the brave ! 

Glory or death, a home or a grave ! 

Is there a cheek that blenches pale ? 

Or a voice that raises the mournful wail T 

Every eye is braf^e sad bold. 

Every heart is firm and cold, 

As if mirth and laughter were never there, 

And the struggle for life was their native air. 

The heart (d the warrior rises higher 

In the light of the maiden's eye of fire ; 

And he bounds from the hut like the cougar's 

spring, 
And his step is light as the wild bird'9 wing. 
Ah ! child of the chief, canst thou give this night 
Thy lover and sire to the death-bearing fight ? 
From the front of the battle they hold not back. 
Where death worketh busy their arm will not 

slack : 
Not a word, patient queen, from thy struggliiig heart. 
Not a look in thine eye, but will bid them depart; 
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Though the tendrils of strong aflfeetion twine, 
They are crushed with thy heart at the warrior's 
shrine. 

Daughter of a kingly line, 

Where is the brave that mates with thine ? 

See how his eye with ardor glows! 

Dimmed so late by calm repose ; 

A moment he bends his head to hear 

If the try of the conflict be far or near, 

Then tears from his breast the garment of peace, 

Ijriad as a caged bird seeking release : 

Bind the war- plumes on his brow, 

Raven blaok, and white as snow. 

And let the captive warrior go ; 

He snuffeth up blood on the nM)untains afar, 

His breast is thy bulwark in the struggle of war. • 

High over Shagwannock rises the light. 
And the fires of CuUoden shine on the fight : 
Every hill-top burneth bright. 
Loud, o'er " the hilly land," rises the cry 
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Of the living who fight, and the fallen who die. 

Ha S what is the bktae that afar I see 

Springing out of the dim lit sea ? 

On distant Meshomac it struggles a while, 

Then flames like a meteor over the isle. 

I hear the wil4 y^H as they wake from their sleep, 

Borne by the night wind over the deep ; 

Haste, O chief of a nation brave. 

Let thine arm be strong to save ; 

Toss on the wave the light canoe. 

Heart and hand be firm and true ; 

For the best of the land are hard beset. 

Though they struggle, they yield not yet ; 

Haste to the rescue, let thy war cry ring . 

Like a thunderbolt in the ears of the king. 

Who proudly leaveth his northern land, 

To gTB^p our wealth with his plundering hand. 

Out on the chieftain — bend the bow, 

JLay the haughty warrior low. 

To the fight — ^to the fight — at the head of the vale ; 
Say, shall tlie bosrt of invaders prevail ? 
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Countless in numbei«, each partizan skin ♦ 

Springs to life in him feHow again. 

See how the eagle pkinie, black and whit«; 

Stays up the battle, leads on the figh(^; 

In the front of the contest fell his Wtiws, ^ ' 

Thick and fa«t as the winter snowfe. 

Who the young clad chief skftU stay ? ' 

For he tracks with Wood hiv fiery way j 

And the cluster of braved that figbt by his side, 

Will still in de^h with their leader aWde, 

If they stay not the onwaM rushing tide. 

Ah ! child of the ^hifcf, letUhine eye be bright • 

For the glory thy loiter sball win thi^ night. 

The maidens shall sing. in tby eare the' song, 

How he drove the pveud fo^ of the North- along. 

And second to none save the mighty chief. 

Fought for his bride and his land's relief. 

To the fight — ^to the fight — at the head of th* vale; 
Strength and courage cannot avail. 
Westward rotls the battle sound. 
Hardly is .won each foet'of groand. * 
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Flee now to the forest maiden and child ! 

Hide where the thicket is dark and wild, 

Haste^ lest the fierce foe follow your path. 

Better than this were the warrior's death. 

Helpless age^ naiden and child, 

Hide where the forest is dark and wild. 

She stirs not, will not depart, 

Scorn on her lip, woe in her heart ; 

Child of Allanna ! rise and fly, 

Hope looks out from the clouds of the sky. 

When sorrow nippeth the bud of life. 

Hard on the young heart lalletb the strife ; 

As the pleasant thoughts that have clustered there. 

One by one fall dead and bare. 

And the bloss<Hn of hope brings forth despair. 

Tis the grey of the morning ; the fight is not done. 
And sorrowful sights wait the coming sun ; 
A villa^ in ashes, and hundreds of ^ain 
Stretched on the hillnside, the valley, and plain. 
I see the wild strife as it roUa to the west. 
Few are the -fighting men, hardly pressed. 
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Only a handful yet are left, 
Sore, chief of the ide, of thy strength bereft : 
Yet by each valley, and plain, and hHl, 
They fight like men who wiU eonquer stilK 
Hope never dies in the brave man^l seul, 
Hope and toil can fate eontnd. 

Still in the battle's front advancing, 
Wyandannee's bright axe is gkmchig; 
From right to left the foe retreat, 
And fear the island chief to meet ; 
His single arm the fight maintains, 
His^ warriors* failing strength sustaihs. 
And bravely stays the tide of war 
That o'er the isle has swept afar. 
One single arm will sometimes save 
A nation from a bloody grave ; 
One single will control a host. 
And pour its spirit o'er the rest. 

Where is the eagle^plnme, black and white ? 

I see it not in the dim grey light ; * -"% 
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Look to the front of the baltle again, ■ , 

Count HkB Wfi^moFs en tJbie plaui« 

For the lover aadbvava you look in vain. 

On the blow of CaUodea, m the dead of the nighty 

For his brida and bun name he di^d in the fight ; 

And his ear is dull to the sc^t Ww tone, 

That by his side makes a pitiful moan. 

To the Nommonock HiUjs the foe have come, 
Tis the last defence of the island home, 
And they rally with despeiBJke daring now, 
Strike brave hearts, lay the fbeaian low. 
Where is the chtef 4>f Unkeaehie the while ? 
I saw the watch Ij^;^ o& the Sheltering Isle ; 
Look over Neapeagua's far desert of sand, 
. Cometh he not with his warrior band. 
As a covey of quails on frightened wing. 
From bush and brake so suddenly spring. 
Every cover yielding one. 
Hid on the earth like a moss-grone stone ; 
^A So from each shelter and bufih and rock. 
That bideth bii rugged Noiiamanock;, 
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At the cry of their chief, the Manhassetts arose, 

A hundred warriors, dauntless foes. 

And poured on the fight with their wild battle cry ; 

Joy to the brave, for succor is nigh. 

Wild was the uproar, fearful the fray, 

Yet it died as sudden in the dim light of day; 

For the power of the Northmen was broken here. 

And hope sprang up in the dim eye of fear* 

One sorrow remains yet, one mightier grief; 

Can thy hand, oh time, soothe the heart of the chief? 

On the path of the battle the foemen fled. 

And paused by Culloden's field of the dead ; fl 

There by her lover, hoping not, heeding not, 

Glued by her tears to the sorrowful spot. 

Sat the patient queen, still and alone ; ' 

Sorrow had turned her heart to stone. 

They bore her away, but she made no sign ; 

No word as they fled o'er the foaming brine. 

Mourn for the dead in battle slain. 
Whose lif» blood wets the battle plain ; 



42 LEGENDS OFMONTAU£. 

Mourn for the mourners of the dead, 
And for the captives captive led ; ^ 
Mourn for their smoking homes ; but chief, 
Mourn for the chieflain^s silent grief. 

The tale was told, the lights burned dim and low. 
And leaden sleep pressed on my weary brow ; 
I laid me down, and heard the requiem 
Of the ^eat^eep, sung for my evening hymn ; 

r 

Then in the land of shadowslived again 
My first hours on Montauk, and by the swelling 
main. 



PART II. 



*' Oh nature ! is there naught to prise, 

Familiar in thy bosom scenes of life."— CAimtLL. 



There is a luxury reserved for those 

Whose lires of weary toil scarce know repose'; 

To feel the freedom of cares left behind^ 

No irksome task the unwilling hands to bind^ 

Wako* with the smiling morn, abroad to roam. 

Or idly spend the happy hours at home. 

So woke I on Montauk when morn awoke, 

While joyous o'er the sea Aurora broke. 

And with my host explored the pebbled shore. 

Where the long* waves with ceaseless tumult pour — 

The mighty pulse q£ ocean, whose strong heart 

Sends the full beat of life to every part; 

With lines like unify cebtes coiled to throw 

Far o^e^ the deep, and tempt the prey below. 
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Not now with rod, and reel, ^nd silken lide, 

Such toils fall idle on the foaming brine. 

Thrice round the head the gaudy squid .ascends. 

At each revolve the lengthening line extends, 

Then with full strength it takes its distant way. 

The quivering line gives out with ready play, 

Till far along the deep, its vigor spent. 

With misty plunge the ocean veil is rent. 

Now with quick skill, flashing through waters green, 

Instinct with life, the glancing lure it^seen ; 

So on the wave the silver spearings ri^e, 

Whep tranquil ocean greets the smiling skies. 

Perchance the tempting bait fast gliding by, . 

Of wandering fish has caught the eager eye ; 

Unused to wily man on.tiii^ f^ spot. 

The trailing line annexed, afiVights him not : 

With rapid rise the heaving waters part, 

And deep engulpbed he feels the^tr^peherous smart. 

Mark now the tightened line £m> ofaNi the main. 

And gently ease the first fierce plungtiaand strain ; 

Deep underneath his headlong mtf he takes, * 

Where, rock and reel the foamidg ^c^ker makea 
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Witb geytle ImvA, but half resisting, stay 
His firm desiga and check his onward way ; 
Again with stt^ady force he seeks the deep, ^ 
Where the stiirwaters of the ocean sleep. 
With fins erect, to ease the smarting pain, 
Ploughs the quick sand, but feels his labor vain ; 
Nor strength, nor courage, will his wants avail. 
Too firmly fixed the barbed hook to fail. 
One effort more before he yields the strife. 
One farther struggle for the boon of lifej 
With upward plunge, so the rough ^^rgeo9 springs, 
Above the wave his length twice told he flings j 
Quivers,like life's last gasp in every fin, 
And to the opening wave descends agaiH>. 
Around the foam and flashing spray are east, 
Brave is the straggle, though it prove the last ; 
Take heart of» courage n^w aad toward the strand 
The weary eaptrra draw with careful hand. 
Till on the pebbled sliore he safely lies. 
And in a cloud^)f ^.fiwlittg' glory dies. 
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The morn was fiae, and weary with Ibe spoil 
Which ocean rendered to our patient toil, * 
We rested Where a deep ravine came down. 
Courting the fitful breeze from ocean thrown. 
The Silver Tern came idly flapping by, 
With head inclined and all-observant eye ; 
With graceful form and easy flight it came. 
Forward and back and yet again the same. 
How light its graceful form ! its tapering wing 
With soft descent no labor seems to brings 
Mark now the change ! beneath the waters green, 
A timid school, the tiny lance is seen ; 
With wing inclined, swift as the falling stone. 
Upon the wave the eager bird comes down; 
Before his fall in foam the. waters part. 
Above the wave the frightened victinjs dart: 
Like vultures to the prey, jmteen 1>^re, 
From every quarter swififdevqurers pour^ 
From air to wave and back «i|^in ifi tik^ 
A hundred bills aloft their^burde^ tear. 
Nor these alone pursue, a fkefier foe 
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With hungry eye starts from the depths below ; 
Drives tlirough the school, swift as the lightning^ 

path, 
And jaws terrific like* the gates of death. 
Alas ! poor victims," for your hour is com6, 
Ill-fated voyageurs wheresoe'r ye roam, 
Nor shallow creek, nor shelving shore, nor bay, 
A refuge gives or drives the foe away. 
Slowly the gathered crowd broke up again, 
And one by one tracked the wide-swelling main ; 
Yet oft returned with curious eye to trace, 
If aught remained to mark their feastizig place. 
Upon the rocks we lay in idle mood. 
And watched them to and fro, o'er ocean's flood ; 
Till with a sudden start, behold, we cried. 
The leader that but low the prey espied ; 
Straight on his ibrmer path he took his way. 
And see with like success he seemed to say ; 
For with closed wing he fell as heretofore, 
But to the upper air returned no more ;" 
Lost in the ravening maw of fish that spring 
Swift through the waters m the bird on wing. 
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We saw the long wave like a swelling wall, 
Upon the beaten sand in thunder fall ; 
Far up the beach the foaming waters go, 
And back returning join the ebbing-flow. 
But see the countless tiny birds that roam 
Backward and forward through the sparkling foam ; 
Their nimble feet the gliding wave pursue. 
Their eyes so quick, the struggling insect view; 
Gathering their food from ocean's kindly hand, 
Brought by the wave and left upon the sand. 
Again the wave rolls in to meet the shore. 
And from the top the glancing waters pour; 
With heedless hastef from underneath they spring. 
And back retreating, scarcely take to wing ; 
Chased by the gathering foam far up the shore, 
And quick returning as they did before. 
So by the sea in countless swarms appear 
The pigmy Peeps^' along the waning year; 
Their gentle look and tender trusting eye, 
Like old acquaintance, seem to win us niglt. 
Unheeding to your feet they fearless run, 
Trace the wet sand, or bask them m thm mn. 
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Rise on the wiod like feathew hlown Altrngf ^ 
And flight as moiseles^^ saire thek eht^ping^oog. 
Alas ! for him^ wbo for no nmikl end 
Woald fierce dai^tnictioQ throu^ tbetr aumbers 

send. 
like friends they seemed to us^ so stilly so good. 
As "hj ihe sta we «at in listless mood. 
I know not hut perchanoe my host might spy 
A relish for the tales ef days gone by ; 

Or that sty idfe maimer seemed to say, ^ ^ 

A patient Ifert^'Mr he had found that day ; 
For with an Indian legend once again. 
He sought to wile the hmir beside the flowing main. 
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Whose step is like the pnncing deer. 
When quick alarm sounds in his ear. 
Or like the swift fox glidiiig by, 
Gone ere his form you can e^py ? 

Weeoncombone. 
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WfaoM keart is hgmr& wbea daogevB tome. 
Or war afiigbte our tmnqnil home ; 
Who leads ike ^rj conflict am, 
Wheie the war scalp is lest aad woa f 
Weeoncombone. 

Whose streDftii is lake the pises tiiat grow 
Above Shagfwannock's Irfty brow; 
^ Whose eje is like the lightning's gleam; 
Whose voice is like tlie eagle's aofleaoi } 
Weeoac^iabeiie. 

Weeoncombone^ the maidens sang,. 

His prake the forest arches rang^^ 

In danger brave, and wise as brave. 

All trusted him their laad to i^ve< 

The Indian maidens, half aside^ 

Watched his 6gm9l^ and glance of pri4e ; 

Old men his deeds i)£ duing told. 

And bade their sow like him be bold* 

Oh, kindly look on minds untaught. 

That gladly better things had sought. 
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If the rick lif ht from hfta^en that came 
9 Had touched their bosom'a sectet flaoWt 
And His dear word to us fiee gji^en. 
Had lit tb^ patiiway up to beavea. 
It is not ou» to jadge the soul. 
Where noble impulse holds control ; 
Enoi^b our God who dwells above. 
Is better than our hearts of lore ; 
No virtuoi^ deed, no impulse high. 
No firm resolve or earnest sigh. 
Of hope or goodness ever woke, 
But in the ear of God it spoke. 
In pride of heart the warrior stood, 
In pride of strei^th, and pride c^ blood, 
Before old m^n in ccHincil met. 
The gathere4 wisdom of tbe state. 
WiUi flashing eye he told his tale. 
Whose tidings woke the fiinMrai wail, 
Wben the red sun with glaring Hght, 
Dispelled the rimdows of tbe night. 
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'^ But }^e8tel^e^«Q the mm went down 
Upon MfNiiflses'-^ walls of .«tone^ 
Where I with three bmve followers came. 
To watch the erenhig^s dying flume. 
With patient care we tipent <lhe dty, 
Beneath the orag whereon we lny, • 
Watching an eaglets eyrie there. 
Till the bold king returned from fer. 
With gallant flight, I saw him eome, 
Unfearing to his rocky home j 
Upon the crag his wing he forled, 
Proud as the monarch of the world. 
Shook his strong quills, and with a scream 
That woke his brooding mate's wild dream. 
Looked down upon the rolling sea ; 
Free as its roUing waves was he. 
This arrow piereed the regal bird. 
Ere the far cliff his death cry heard ; 
Downward he fell from crag to rock, 
And struck, the »and with thunder-shock. 
His heart of fire was rent in twain. 
Checked was the blood in every vein, 
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And every nefve bo strong but now, 

Was palsied by the fated blow. 

He could not move his head that lay 

Upon the sands of ocean grey, 

Or stir his wing, or with strong grasp 

My fingers in his taions clasp ; 

Yet Mund and round his iSashing eye,** * 

Turned boldly on his enemy ; 

Wtth its fill! power of lofty hate. 

On me who fain would be his mate. 

I plucked the war plumes one by one. 

That grew above his heart of stone. 

And to my scalp lock bound them on ; 

Then climbed the cliff and idly lay. 

To watch the fading light of day. 

Seek we our home, I said at last, 
The labovs of the day are past ; 
And gathering vapors in the west. 
Tell of the coming sea's unrest. 
Scarce had I spoke the signal word, 
Or scarce my trusty followers heard, 
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When the wild war*cry of the north, 

Close at my si^p buret fiercely forth. 

From bush and rock came swiftly oa. 

Led by Janemo's haughty son. 

Five foemen from the maia-land seat, 

Upon our path with foul intent. 

Their war*locks on the eyeniB^^ streamed. 

Their battle-axes brightly gleamed, , 

Flashing while round thdr Ueftds they swcag/ 

And loud the stirring war-whoop rung^ 

My knife the leader's scalp-lock ibiiBJy 

Beside my belt the prize I bound, . i 

Then turned again to seek the fee ; . , 

Turned but to see the fatal blow 

That sent Merodinock's brave ghost 

To the fair forests of the blest. 

I brained the murderer at a stroke. 

While fierce revenge within ip6 woke. 

And sprang, my fi^llowers aid to yield ; 

Too late, alas ! theif lives to shield. 

like true men fought the foe and died^V 

My warriors &dting by thaif tide, 
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And when the last death shriek arose^ 
I was alone of friends or foes." 



^> 
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Old men with reverence heard his word, ^L 

His haughtj speech their bosoms stirred^ 

And with respect shown not in vain. 

None answered to his tale again. 

Forth from the Council Lodge he passed, 

And sought his quiet home at last ; 

Where in Sewanoa's gentle sraile, * ' 

He might forget his night of toil, 

While o^er the sea^s wild-swelling flow. 

Alone he drove his light canoe • 

The chief ^s proud look is laid aside^ 

^To meet his lovely youtliful bride, 
The fierce light of his eye is gone, 

J His voice has found its mellow tone. 
And as Lis sterner thoughts depart, *,v «* ♦.*•# 
Soft pleasure twines around his heart, • 
Sewanna, queen of Indian maids, ^«| .•" 

So light of hand the chieftain aids, ^i*- 
His quiver in the lodge she hung, ir#^ ^ . « 

V 
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And by its side the mantle swung; 

Willie smoking venison rudely dressed^ 

And clieeriul flame invite to rest. 

In other tones than now he told 

The fiery fight and struggle bold ; 

Gave for Merodinock a sigh^ 

His early friend, and always nigh. 

And showed the war plumes that he won 

Ere the death struggle was begun. 

Sewanna, nature^s noble child, 

A kindred heart about him smiled. 

Spake not of danger or defeat, 

Although, perchance, her heart's quick beat, 

A diflferent story might have told^ 

And less allied to daring bold. 

Time rolls his flight, and morn and eve. 
And months and years their changes leave; 
The Mighty Ruler of tlie sky 
Gives out to man his destiny. 
Scattering from his prophetic hand. 
Blessings and sorrows on the land. 
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Years passed, their shadows lightly fell 
On grdwing wood and laughing dell ; 
Upon the hills the tall pines grew^ 
Above their tops the eagle flew ; 
The violet blossomed in the grove, 
The spring bird sang its song of love. 
And nature's face was as fair and green. 
As Time on his journey e'er had seen. 



A change, oh what a change, has conie 
Upon Sewanna-s joyous home ; ^ " 
A change in all, in deed and word, 
A change upon her home and lord. 
Of old his arrow pierced the deer, 
Where far Noyack's low pines are drear ; 
Or brought the wild duck from the sky, 
Whose whistling wing proclaimed it nigh, 
Ofttimes when twilight dim and gray 
Told of the slowly coming day. 
Upon the bttrven sands he lay. 
That part ib» «oeai» from the baj. 

And saw from «S the waiter's &ce, 

8 
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Pass rapid to their feeding place, 
The countless fowl whose home is found 
Where ocean's many billows sound. 
He chose the fattest of the throng 
That o'er his head poured fa^ along ; 
His lodge was full, and from bis fire 
None hungry needed to retire. 

Why sits so still Weeoncombone, 

The maidens sing in ^intiye tanc ; 

The sun is rolling d^urm the sky, 

The shades of night are drawing nigh. 

Swept is his lodge, and by his side 

How sadly sits his patient bride. 

Why speaks so low Weeonconiboiie^ 

His voice has lost ite haughty t(me ; 

There is no light upon his brow, 

Quenched is the flame that biurned hot aow ; 

No soul of fire his eye reveals ; 

What power his mighty heart ceiiaesds, 

Or with mysterious strength eaa biiid 

The fiery w^rior'« rmtlem mmd. 



'W 
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By the sign, and by tbe token, 
Words unblessed have been spoken; 
And the charms his life that bind. 
Are not of a mortal mind. 
On the hills the ccwjuror dwells. 
Dreaded are his secret spells. 
Where Culloden's head is gray. 
With the dasUng waters' spmy. 
There he makes his bed at night, 
Sleeping in the pale moonlight. 
Who will meet the wiaard long 
That has power su«h i^Hs to bring ? 
Beard him in his den at leagtb. 
And defy his magic strength ; 
Send an ftsrow thpngh his brain, 
T^^t perdianoe may tesa tgatn^ 
On the heart of him who first 
^nt it on the man accursed ; 
As the lightning from the cloud, 
Driven by the thunder loud. 
Pauses on its fiery track 
And as suddea i^deth back. 
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Hiding in ite sable shroiid 
In the bosom of tke el<ni<L 

The shadows of the night lay still. 
And gently slept on vale and hill ; 
When three brave youth who vowed to save 
Their warrior from a living grave. 
Passed towards the wizard's home alar. 
That lay beneath the northern star : 
Their stealthy footsteps hardly heard 
The waqdering fqx pir listening bird. 
There is a ring aroi^nd the moon 
Foretelling fittes impelling soon j 
The murmurs from the sea that rise. 
Float mournful to the loweiiag skie!»f 
The wolf is howMog by Us cave, ' . 

The loon's wild notes are on the wave* 
What man of flesh and blood can hear 
Omens and portents strange, n(^ £$&r* 
Faith may be shadowed in the brain 
That melts like vapor into rain. 
When fears prophetic move the minA 
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Like things that dimly pass behind. 
No fears the jcmthful wanriofs move, 
Or omens from beneath, above ; 
Naught but the hand of death may stay 
Their course, or check their onward way. 
They stood beneath the tree whose shade 
Upon his hut the moonlight laid ; ^ 

Where, when he left the open air, * 

The dreaded conjuror made his lair ; 
They stood beneath his low abode. 
By other footsteps never trod ; 
No traces of the vrteard king, 
Fled*as the bird on frightened wing. 
His course full "well the followers knew. 
And hardly deigned the track to view ; 
Like g^if^mus hounds of s«Mt s# true 
You scarce would deem them to pursue, 
^Prhile bounding on their lightsome way. 
The footprint of the flying prey ; 
So westwaid swept the chase afar. 
While faintly shone the morning stir. 
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And swift Aurora^s joyous fli^t^ 
Already touehed the Ulls with light. 

On Nommonook's bold ridge they stood^ 

Beyond the rolling Hither Wood ; 

Their curious eyes ran o'er the sand 

Of lone Neapeague^ the water land ; 

Then bounding down the steep descent 

Across the barren plain they went. 

On Acabonick's pebbled shore 

With faintest voice the waters poiw ; 

So light the murmurs float away^ 

They seem to die along the bay ; * 

Yet did its low soft whii^r cheer 

The conjuror on his path of fear, 

Till by a flowery vale he stood. 

That crossed the rude and tangled wood* 

How came the flowery vate to lie 

Where only forest shades are nigh ? 

What mean the joyous plants thgit fwt 

Upon its boiom gaily dressed? 

A bubbling spring its course divides, 
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Softly the murmuring water glides^ 
Till with ceaseless flowing far away 
It hideth in the tranquil bay. 
Reside the vale the conjuror stood 
And eager viewed the tangled wood ; 
He heard the crackling twigs behind^ 
A warning of the sighing wind, 
And knew the foe no farther back 
Came like the death*hound on his track. 
A moment on his swarthy face 
Rerce passions lit their burning trace, 
Then dread, and terror, and despair, 
As quickly wrote their being there. 
Something there was within his eye 
That fate's last struggle might defy, 
Yet like a^iiist expiring flame 
With flieteffingiight iliwent and came. 
Mi|^«ay tiuit ih that dfeari&il hour 
Re^^Hgi§^e4 will the temjiter's power, 
And tbotiiie nfitij cloyd that xme 
Above tfaei#Q«r^y vale's repose, < 
And slowly sfHrang to meet the day, 
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In flesh and blood bwe him mray. 
His swift pursuers paused to bear 
The wild cry of despair auil fear^ 
That rent the yapor'« folding shroud, 
Like thunder struggling through the cloud. 
Fast rolled the sounding cry along 
By litganee's low murmuring song ; 
Towards Noyack*s distant wood it died, 
Unkenchie's rippling shore beside ; 
Meshomac heard, and the glittering side 
Of Manchonock at eren^tide. 

The flowery vale you still may see. 
Beyond the quiet Litganee ; 
Where years ago the wizard came 
And vanished in the cloud and flame. 
And men still say that every ^i^ar 
When the lone woods ore brawn asd sear. 
And dismal winds are sigMng. law 
O'er forests fading sad and a^ow. 
The traveler late at night may htm 
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The wild whoop of the eoBJuror^ 
And timid nmghbors fear to follow, 
In the dim ligilt cf eve, '* the Whooping Boys' 
Hollow."** 



Joy to the «usic of the birds/' that come 

Upon the »utumn wind, from their far home : 

Joy to their rustling wings fast passing by, 

And gladsome forms traced on the tranquil sky. 

In countless roving flocks, they settle down 

Upon the short-browsed hills like meadows mown ; 

Chase throogb the grass already brown and sear. 

The last poor itm^ of the waning year ; 

Olr high aloft in le^gtiatemd hms they fly, 

With heedless haste to ^eet Uie southern sky. 

O'er FitbiaH's i^ains when eastera winds {Hrevail, 

In gathering crowds^ the gentle plover sail ; 
9 
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With curious eye io^et their fbeding plac€^ . • 
And then as quick thedr former path retrace. 
Mark how they^i^k along the e^nded plain^ 
As distant far you stretch and look in vain ; 
Till o'er the bounding hills with sudden rise, 
Their glancing plumage glitters on the skies. 
With lengthened flight they surely turn again. 
And surely trace once more th' inviting plain ; 
Backward and forward patiently they fly, 
Till some choice spot attracts their leader's eye ; 
Then settling down, their nimble feet explore 
The grassy tufts for Autumn's treasui^ed store. • 
Nor these alone the fruitful plains suj^ly ; 
Hark ! to the sounding call, high up the sky, 
Of the Great Tell-tale slowly paai^ng by. 
With clamorous answer, all thfe marshy ground 
Wakes into life and sends the echo round. 
Now stooping from his lofty fliglit'Mitfa care. 
Downward he glidetji lika a failing star. 
Swiftly the glassy lake he passes o'er, ^ 
And with raised wiog lights oft the slop^g shore. 
In flocks of countless tiumbeis, to and fro 
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The gentle Peeps and timid Frost-birds go ; 
Settling in crowds npon the grassy plain, 
And scarcely settling ere they rise again. 
The giant Fute asd wary Curlew fly 
With steadier wing among the smaller fry. 
Hark to the murderous gan ! and far and near^ • 
The universal throat c^ discord bear. 
O'er all the plains^ wild-staitled at the sounds 
From frightened flocks the hurried notes resound : 
But mark, far on the swelling hills that rise 
From the fair plains to meet the northern skies. 
There sits the Eagle ; proud and silent king 
Of all that cleare the air oa feathered wing ; 
Upon a blasted, tree perchance the last 
Of spreading finrests in the ages past. 
Still is his wing and calm his flashing eye, 
That heeds not, if it notes aught passing by. 
But now from f^rthe quick report resounds. 
From hill to hill the^flying echo bounds ; 
With beatf half raised he views the flight below. 
In wild concision driven to and fro. 
Along the hflls the timid €urlew fly, 
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With hast J wing td Avut the dwger nigh ; 
Breasting with easy«t£ot[# the steep asoent ; 
Eai^ for all save one now well-Digh spent 
See how the poor bird &ils upon the wind ! 
Left by hi9 swift cotnpanions fkr behind ; 
Stei^ly though dow he feels his vigor fail, 
To scale the hill will all his strength avail ? 
Lo ! now the Eagle cleaves his liquid way, 
Falling like light upon his distant prey. 
Yet no exulting notes his deed proclaim; 
Silent he flies as if in very shame. « 

Deligbtfiil Kongonock ! thy tranquil rest 
Takes the sear leaf of autumn, te its breast. 
From the far hills chased by the Mu^ering windy 
Within thine arms a home its wanderings find. 
There, like a fairy's boat it floats awhile. 
Till rippling waves its tender structure spoil; 
Then as the foundered ship, to rise no more 
It sinks beneath the wave or idly beats the shore. 
Where bleak CuUoden lifts its hoary brow, 
O'er foaming rocks that line the shore below. 
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Hark ! to the quivwing wingts that swiftly fly. 
While auttimn twilight gild» the eastern sky. 
The Golden*^ Eye* whose sounding pinions wake 
On tither side the echoes of the lake ; 
The heayy Brant and Grey Daek modest drest. 
The painted Widgeon, with the russet crest, * 
And Teal light-springing through the tranqinl air. 
In the fast passing shades to the still lake repair. 
There while the morn its early glory flings. 
Ere her swift car from the brood ocean sprkigs ; 
With patient toil they search the reedy ^aote. 
Or underneath the fruitful fields «x{dore. 
How changed axe all sare thee, Oh (}utet lake ! 
No more wiW cries of war thine eclioes wake; 
Grone are the embowering trees, beneath wkoee 

shade 
At dusky eve the* Indian lovers strayed ; 
The deer is fled that swam thy liquid pool, 
Chased by the ravening wolf, with leap and howl ; 
Gone all thine old mementos; yet remain 
Undiaaged thy placid smiles beside the silent pfaoo. 
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What solemn thoughts are with the buried dead ! 
Whether they sleep in grassy Ghiureh-yardi laid, 
Or in the massive vault, 6t scalptmred tomb. 
Whose voiceless chambers wait in silent gk)«i» 
Here is the burial-gromid" — h«w still they re* !. 
The dead of other days crumbling to dwt. 
Rude stones unchiseled mark the holy spat, 
Already by the living half forgot ; 
Cheerful upon the hiUside, gathering here 
The fetMe sxmhenmsk ef the waning year ; 
Wooing in spring the early fickle my, 
With gratefid warmdi upon the raouldwiBg day. 
Abo^e tbe swelling earUi the green gnm waves. 
The meek-eyed" plover hides among tlie graves. 
And gaily springs to cleave the liquid ah:. 
With mellow whistle half devoid of fear. 
How have the living i^irits pessesk away 
That gave^f old life to the slumbering clay ! 
Where are the glorious thoughts, the k>fty ahns. 
That woke and struggled with their mortal frames ? 
And where the dwelling oi the quenchltflHi Muiid, ' 
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Whom death's strong gmsp iails in his strength to 

bind? 
Close by this ancient grave-yard, farther down, 
With curious eye behold th' imprinted^* stone ; 
And close beside, the pool whose waters clear 
Grow fredi and sparkling all the livelong year. 
Here, as the tale is told of olden time, 
A warrior fled disgraced by treacherous crime, 
Upon the flinty rock his foot he pressed. 
And to the north wind bared his shaggy breast, 
Then with a nighty bound he forward sprang. 
With his last cry the hill and valley rang. 
The opening earth received him to its dead. 
While bidbbling waters flowed above Jbis head ; 
And still the living fountains rise and sf)ring. 
And the jHrint on the rock stands its witness to bring. 

Autumn with shcurtening day and paler sun. 
And changing flower and lea^ came slowly on ; 
Each mom I woke to see the shadows fidl, 
Higlier and higher on my chamber widl ; 
The deep blue sky, and strength-reviving wind. 
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Came like aji inspiration o'er Hxe tniad ^ 
And yet I waited, lingered for the sweep ^ 

Of the wild tempest o'er the heaving depp^ 
To one whose ear is ppen, and whose eyei 
With ri^ht conception views the changing sky. 
And signs at morn and eve, in air and earth. 
Nature becomes a prophet speaking truth ; 
'rtie birds are wise in knowledge, even the worm 
Hides in the earth to bide the coming storm. 
Hark ! to the sighing wind, and see at last> 
The thin-veined clouds hide the prophetic west; 
In mimic whirlwinds all along the path. 
The parched dust of sumnn^r flies the earth. 
Then comes l^e storm, gathering iti powers by night, 
And wildly raging with the morning light. 
Grest power of waters ! how the island shake« ! 
While on the shore the crested surf- wave breaks ; 
The everlasting sea, sten far below 
From the tall eliifo, is white as driven snow ; 
Roll the huge billows high o'er dry Neapeague, 
Her thirsty sands are drenched a foaming league ; 
The rocks and lovely shade of Noumonock, 
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Tremble and ^uake benfeath the ceasel^ shock : 

The raging tempest through the Hither Wood, 

Shouts ta the Storm-god of the angry flood ; 

Battered CuUoden on his iron gate, 

Seems with delight yet fiercer blows to wait. 

The tall Stern cliffs that hear the billows roar. 

From the far point along the southern shore. 

Sink from their towering height beneath the jvave, * 

Whose wild confusion is their watery grave. 

Oh yet a little longer, still pour on, 

Spirit of storms ! o'er firm Wamponomon ; 

Drive the swifl mists, from ocean's face that spring. 

Like billows o'er the land on hastened wing. 

Here will I rest me on the farthest verge, 

Strong to resist the wild Atlantic's surge, 

Catch the first breath of swiflly-traveling air. 

From dim Manisses in her foam-rocked lair ; - 

And listen to the notes, that loudly rise 

From sea and tempest to the shrouded skies. 

Come unto me, breath of the raging air. 

Fall, stormy rain, swift clouds your gates unbar; 

Rise, ocean mists, and chase the flying wind 
10 
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Like ghosts that flit aci^oss the wandering mind : 
Dash foamy spray, and flin^ your sparkling gems. 
Brighter than stones in kingly diadefiis* 
Wake, Oh my soul, and see the glorious birth 
Of storm and ocean and the wxestling earth. 
Hail to the sea and storm I the mountain ttirone. 
And stars dim-traveling o^er their mighty zc^e ; 
God speaks in all his wonders, let me h^ar 
The awful whisper sounding in my ear. 
All that hath power or vastness, be to me. 
The presence manifest of deity, 
A ship upon the waters, in the cloud 
Of spray and winged mist, wrapped like a shroud. 
Sunk all her shining canvas o'er the maia. 
Save the reefed topsail for the flying train. 
Hark ! in the wild commotion, from afar 
How the rude spirits sing through rope and spar. 
In vain — no ear save fancy's hears the cry. 
Loud uproar reigns and stunning tumult nigh. 
In sheltered coves the wary sea-fowl lie. 
Watching the tempest with experienced eye : 
The battered Peeps and Plover, seek the grass 
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That wavM luxuriimt o'er the wiM morass ; 
Trees rock and bend ^efoce the rising gale^ 
Like tapering q>ars/preisfed l^y the extended sail ; 
All nature fe«ls tlie teii^st, owns the power 
Of wild disordet in its raging hour. 

Night tame with raylesi^ darkness^ and I heard 
Clear a» the traii^> of war to battle stirred^ 
The falling of the billows one by one, 
That shook the beacon to its topmost stone. 
And w^n slumber with leaden eye came on, 
And hushed and mingled all wild sounds to one, 
DimKiingthe clear outgoings c^ the 0oul, 
Still, thought that never slumbers held control. 
And with young Fancy, maid divinely fair. 
Ban riot through the worlds of earth and air. 
Forever labor, Oh untiring thought ! 
With bright-eyed Fancy sonletimes come to naught. 
Laughing through all her gorgeous halls of light. 
Where scenes unreal wake real delight ; 
Walk through the years to come, like prophet sage. 
And catch the brightness of the coming age ; 
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With Inspiration, child of heairenly birth. 
Flee the uncertain light of clouded earth, 
Stand on the hills by love-kd angels trod, 
And bow thrice-blessed, at the throne of God. 
Nor idle wander only, glorious thought ! 
Strive in all labor, in all wisdom sought. 
Swell the full heart of love, that throbs to share 
The pains and sorrows which the afflicted bear j 
Toil for the million, stay the curse of sin. 
Labor and pray to let the blessing in ; 
And when, like mist at morn, life fedes away. 
Up-springing to the light of coming day. 
Wake then^ undying thought^ from all that dies, 
Where the rude wreck of time in ruin lies. 
Wake with the angels, whose inquiring eye 
Shines in the light of God, no more to dim or die. 






^ 



PART III. 

"I was a spirit in the midst of these." — ^Momtoomkrt. 

Thoughts, both real and unreal. 

Are the progeny of sleep. 

Swarming in her fruitful cbamberSj 

Where restraint no Tigil keeps ^ 

Sometimes, like an inspiration^ mjr 

Gathering up tlie thread of life. 

Merry in its mirth and pleasure. 

Frowning in its dark-eyed strife ; 

And sometimes, in graphic vision, 

<< 
Picturing as the real life, 

•Stranger phantasies than ever 

In the maniac's mind were rife ; 
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Dwelling in the past and present. 
And with fearless hand and heart. 
From the holy future ages. 
Drawing wide the veil apart. 
While the tempest shook the island. 
And the night outvied the day, 
In the arms of mighty slumber. 
Like a nurse-rocked child I lay ; 
But a vision, more than worthy 
Of the glorious sounds I heard. 
Mingled with the jising voices. 
And my inmost being stirred. 
Listen while I tell the vision. 
It is fresh within my brain. 
And I almost pray for gladness, 
I may never dream again. 

The past with me was perished ; and I woke, 
Like Adam, when full-orbed creation broke 
Upon his new-born wonder ; nothing strange. 
Or stranger than all things, was in the ^ange ; 
I had forgotten all that came behind, 
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And unastonished rode tte viewless wind. 
Walked the fair carerns of the deep, and heard 
Its melody of waters gently stirred ; 
Or passed, like swift-winged angels, far along 
Where rolling planets wake immortal song. 
More than all this, with deeper joy, I held 
Communion with all spirits of the world ; 
Talked with the Genii of the flood and air. 
Heard all the murmurs that were whispered there ; 
Heard all, knew all, and yet was strangely free. 
Naught of all things that were was aught to me. 

Moved by that secret sympathy which binds 

Even in the dream-land, earth to earth-born minds j 

Under an ocean cliff alone 

I lay, watching the storm. 

That shook its noble form, 

From its sea-washed base to the topmost stone : 

Spirits of earth, ocean and air, 

All abroad in the tempest were. 
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There's a lull of the whirlwind, I hear on the deep 
The song of the dead in the ocean that sleep ; 
They are many, they are many, in their light-rolling 

car. 
As it drirefh along on the swift-flying air. 
And their voices are strange to all save me, 
As they shout with the tempest or hum to the sea. 



CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

We're a merry band of brothers met. 

Every one out of the sea. 

Our bodies are laid 

In the ocean shade. 

And our spirits wander free. 

In the depths of the ocean home they say. 

Are coral grottoes fair. 

But more than these, brothers, we love 

The upper world of air. 

We drank of the sea when the north v^td blew. 

And the icy spirit hid, 
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With slippery hand each rope and spar. 

Under its crystal lid, 

And our numb hands over the cordage did. 

Here and there one, not all together. 

In the raging storm, and in smiling w^mther. 

On our car the foam-dreps rest. 

Glittering gems from ocean's breast. 

Tinted spray, with colors meet. 

Folds its drapery round our feet. 

And the tempest lend«^ its wings to bear 

Our burden aloft through the flying air ; 

Or we gently glide when winds are low. 

With the song of the ripple under our bow. 

We're a merry band of brothers met. 

Our songs to the deep we sing. 

And mortals listen in breeze and storm. 

And say His the wild wind's wing ; 

But they carelessly hear the song of the dead. 

Of the ocean dead who sleep 

Beneath the brine, on the knotted fine 

A hundred fiithoms deep. 
11 
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FIRST SPIRIT. 

I had traveled far and fearless, 
O'er the glofiom oeean's faee. 
And I loved its every- motk>H» 
Tranquil breeze ^ restlQss ehase ; 
Oft I gaze4 upon its bosom^ 
Dreaming what its secrets W€ff«, 
When it slept so still and trcua^j^ 
In the balmy summer air ; 
Yet I loved it more and betUr. 
When the tempest shook its wing, 
And the black and angry wat^r 
Like a charger seemed to spring. 
Yet I love thee, glorious^cean^ . , 
Though my mortaj body hide, , , . . 
Where the frowning Qoast of Norway, 
Looks upon the restlei^ tide. 
Ride on brave Cftr, I ^ball si^g ^ tb^ eajr 
Of many who die like me, 
When the tempest's breath 
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Wraps the ship in deaths 

And their ghosts flit over the sea. 

The north wind blew coldly, 

We lay like a wreck. 

And the drops of spray frosen. 

Slid off from our deck* 

How the tempest drove us onward. 

While our bodies, lame and stiff. 

Bound along the «hip dismantled, 

Floated towards Luibden's cfiff. 

Wet and weary, dull with kungev, 

When its frowning beacon rose. 

Dim amid the mi^ts of ocean. 

Like a giant in repose ; 

From the score of living beings. 

Struggling for the woe of life. 

Not a cry of fear or terror 

Witnessed to the anxious strife. 

Yet in every earnest bbsom. 

As we neaired the dreaded shem^ * 

Hope that had not ceased its burning, 

Feebler flamed than heretc^ore. 
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In the foaming waste of waters, 

Striving with my latest breath. 

There I left my mortal body 

To the watchful eye of death. 

Little I dreamed, when stiff Md cold 

The north wind chilled me through, 

That I should glide in my spray-girt car. 

Over the ocean blue ; 

Or laugh on the wings of the tempest dread. 

While I sing to the winds the song af the dead. 

In the ear of the maid^ir. 

Whose lover will come. 

On the breeze rudely blowing 

In peace to his home ; 

And who smiles from her casement. 

Out on the sea, 

I sing pleasant music, » 

A <song bold and free ; 

And she blesses tiie voice of the loud-soundingwind. 

And looks fot the sh^ that lingers behind. 

Yet the same tone is sad 

To some poor stricken form. 
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Whose last stay and helper 

Now battles the storm; 

And she trembles to hear the tone of the bla^ 

As it rattles the door, hastei^ng furious past. 

I am the spirit that to the win4 

Giveth its utterance clear ; 

Its beautiful tone 

As we travel on. 

Mortals lone to hear ; 

On land and sea> 

They listen to me, 

And only cowards fear. 

We're a merry band of spirits met. 

Each one a work to do. 

Brothers of earth, as we travel on 

We sing our songs to you j 

Busy forever, never in vain 

Toiling o'er earth and the restleiNS 
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SECOND SPIRIT. 



When the sooth wiud blows- softly. 

The low ripples come 

0*e» the still face of oceaii^ 

like love to its home ; 

They glide where the rounded stones 

lie on the sand. 

And the voice of their music 

Is low on the strand. 

The surf beating momently 

Time for the sea, 

Down in its beaded foam > 

Whispers to me j 

Under its hoary brow. 

Fast driving to and fro. 

The rolling pe1*Us of oeean go ; 

And out of the deep a music is heard 

That beareth no likeness to mortal word. 

List to its soundii^ roar, 

WheB the wild waters pour, 
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Fierce on the stormy shore ; 

And tell me if aught itt earth or air, 

With the changeable notes of the mxf eompaM. 

I to the soulless water give 

Its tones of music^ words that live, # 

And to man's wearied path impart 

The songs of the sea to cheer his heart. 



THIRD SPIRIT. 

In graves of earth the 4eadare laid. 

Over them wava« the willow's shade, 

And if beautiittl ilewers are. springing there, 

What for these do the slumberers care? 

Under the growwi they sleep in vain. 

They sba^l not wake ta life a^n, 

Till their mouldef iag^bodies crumbled fway. 

Hear the call of the judginen4; day. 

Over their bones the earth-worm^ crawl, 

And the rains of winter patter and fall. 

Oozing through the damp cold clay. 



88 LSOKNDS OF 

Where in silence they nKwlder away ; 
Yet they pity the ocean dead who sleep 
Down in the caves c^ the changeless deep ; 
And seem to doubt in theiF hearts of fear, 
If the hand of the LokI be everywhere. 



To the spirit of cold I Ittrtented awhile, 

For he sang how his dreary domata 

By the walls of night, held maity a sigh|^ 

Worthy his powerful reign. 

He rode on a throne of gHttering iee, 

And its burnished pomp was a choice device, 

Veined witb green and deep-sea blue. 

Whose changeable tints were the water's hue. 
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SONG OF THE COLD. 



By my power, at the word of the Lord, 

Crystal* of. mow od the earth are poured ; 

Beautiful beings out of the sky, 

Falling upon our world to.die. 

Sometimes when the air is still, 

And silence listens on plain and hill. 

Dropping on tree and bush and stone, 

Till a robe of white over all is thrown. 

Under the snow, ike laurel green, 

And larch, and fragrant pine are seen ; 

Then the north wind cometh on. 

And the beauti&l sights of the snow are gone ; 

Shaken from every loaded bough. 

Fiercely driven to and fro. 

Idly it whirleth round and round. 

Fearing to fall on the frosen ground. 

Or hides away in crevice and nook. 

Where the howttng blast forgets to look. 

The waters that leap from their mountain home, 
12 
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I freeze to a pillar of silver foam ; - 

On its side with slanting my 

The pale light shines through the shortening day. 

Yet not a cryi^l gem m ksface^ 

Can the power of the heat-gtring smn ^ffaoe^ 

I chilHhe life of the flowing stream^ 

Till like a stpne its wateirs seem ; 

And the ear on the surface, tistens in vidii - 

For the drops running back to ocean agsHii* 

Hoary old wastes of ocean { tell 

My power in the realms wiiere I love to dwell ; 

Out of the deep like momtwaakl brmg 

Crags that know no summer or apnng ; 

In the brilliant land of cold; 

Never their daaslhig aidei grow oldy 

For the gathering snowA fiiM every day, 

And I glue to their feet the oeean spray. 

How many years has the fallen snow 

Piled on the iceberg's cbiUy brrfW, 

Where beneath Bootes train, 

It layeth its bead te rest on the main. 

Man oannet oooHt its tale of yean, 



For the hardened snow like tbe ice appemre, 

Both are frozen, turned to stooe^ 

And the crystal flakeal and the le^ are one« 

Unto iny home, the. lightning'^ fl«me 

And echoing thunder never^oame ; 

Yet there waketh sometimes a roioe as loud 

As ever broke from the parted cloud. 

I thunder in my atill domain, 

When the depths of the iwf are rent in twain. 

Man loveth not my detokte heme, 

Yet his restless feet to my altar come. 

Searching the secret place of the cold^ 

Which his eager eye shall fail to behold. 

Impotent man shall nerer climb 

Where the hills of ice are as old as time. 

Round about my regal throne 

Walls and battlements are strown, su. v 

And I dwell in my pride and pomp alone, "'^i^fer^ 

Many a secret thing is hid V !^ 

Under the ocean's frosty lid ; ^" 

Ships and men in.my kingdom sleep. 

Who are neither the dead of thi& eirth or the deep ; 
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I have buried them one and all, 

Not with book, of moumefs, or pull ; 

In the cabin and hold they lie, 

Every one as he chanced to die. 

Some are crouching over the fire^ 

Where they watched its flame expire. 

Or with pen in hand give earnest heed; 

Writing a tale that none shall read ; 

And the paper lies on the table^stand. 

Just as it did when I stopped (hek haiML 

Hundreds of years, and there cometh no change. 

The muscle is fuil^ and the light blue vein 

Over the temple shall yet remak>, 

Only the look of the eye is strange: 

In the eye of vision the spirit Uves, 

Wonderful power its bright light gives. 

And I cannot save the beautiful eye. 

For the spirit of man shall never die. 

I have heard the breath of summer sing 

How delicate flowers in his kingdom spring. 

How the green leaves wave on the forest trees. 

And softly move when he wakes the breeze ; 
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But where on the earth, can jou 6^ a tnght 
Like the peneikilt work of the froist al night. 



There is a place in the heart of the deep, 
Where the waters of ocean never sleep ; 
Over it hangs in the light of day. 
The bow of hope on a cloud of spray j 
And the troubled billows foam and pour 
On the rocks below with a chang^leis roar. 
Who ever saw the whirlpool drink 
The ocean wave from its eddying brink f 
Or with triple^' courage, steered his bdat 
Where the wrecks of the billow fear to float. 
I sat on the cloud of foam and spray 
That over the pool in the shadows lay. 
And saw the struggUng waters leap. 
Like Hay don's war-horse^^^ into tiie deep ; 
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Yet I heeded little the rashing wave^ 

Or the wRters*tbat sank to a bottomless gfaTe. 

Round about, and round about^ 

In the foam and spray and out, 

SfHrits were gliding, 

From me never hiding, 

Circling round the line of foam 

That marks on the sea their restless home. 



CHOEUS OF SPIRITS. 



We are avengers 

Of the deeds of the sea, 

Wherever man goeth 

We fail not to be j 

And we read in his htert *%^ 

Thoughts that fallow to crime. 

And watch for theif^ fruits 

In the growing of time* 

The waters sink 

From the whirlpo^rs brink. 



^ 
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Down; down, down ; 

Underneath 

Is the land of death. 

Where the dead of the s#a, u«w<Arth}c to ride 

In their glorious car o*er the foamy tide. 

Like the useless weed are thrown. 

While ocean waits in its restless hcd. 

Listening to hear the sure decree, 

By the word of the Lord, there is no mora sea. 

Sorrow and gloom core over their head; 

Time lives when hope is fled. 

Thundering billows, foam and pour, > 

Brothers, we pass the waters o'er. 

Bring the mortals Girced'* with crime. 

Hopeless in the love of tieae, 

Heave them over the whiripooFs brinks 

"^here the foaming water'is sink% 




92 LBGBJfDB OP 

I have buried them one and all. 

Not with book, of moumefs, or pull ; 

In the cabin and hold tkej lie, 

Every one as he chanced to die. 

Some are crouching over the fire^ 

Where they watched its flame expire. 

Or with pen in hand give earnest heed; 

Writing a tale that none shall read ; 

And the paper lies on the table^stand, 

Just as it did when I stopped (heiir haiML 

Hundreds of years, and there cometh no change. 

The muscle is fuil, and the light blue vein 

Over the temple shall yet remaiD, 

Only the look of the eye is strange: 

In the eye d* vision the spirit lives. 

Wonderful power its bright light gives. 

And I cannot save the beautiful eye. 

For the spirit of man shall never die. 

I have heard the breath of summer sing 

How delicate flowers in his kingdom spring. 

How the green leaves wave on the forest trees. 

And softly move when he wakes the breeze ; 
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But where on the earth, can jou &ad a sight 
Like the peneiied: work of the froist at night. 



There is a place in the heart of the deep. 

Where the waters of ocean never sleep ; * ^ * ^ 

Over it hangs in the light of day. 

The bow of hope on a cloud of spray ; 

And the troubled billows foam and poujp' 

On the rocks below with a chang^leis roar. 

Who ever saw the whirlpool drink 

The ocean wave from its eddying brink ! 

Or with triple^' courage, steered his bciat 

Where the wrecks of the billow fear to float. 

I sat on the cloud of foam and spray 

That over the pool in the shadows lay. 

And saw the struggling waters leap, 

Like Hay don's war-horse^^^ into the deep ; 
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Yet I heeded little the rashing wave, 

Or the waters^tbat sank to a bottomless grave. 

Round about, and round about, 

In the foam and spray and out, 

SfHrits were gliding. 

From me never hiding. 

Circling round the line of foam 

That marks on the sea their restless home. 



— CHOEUS OF SPIRITS. 

We are avengers 

Of the deeds of the sea, 

Wherever man goeth 

We fail not to be j 

And we read in his h^art 

Thoughts that &Uow to crime. 

And watch for their fruits 

In the growing of time* 

The waters sink 

From the whirlpo^rs brink. 



MOMTAUK. 

Down} down, down ; 

Underneath 

Is the land of death, 

Where the dead of the s#a, u«w<Arth}c to ride 

In their glorious car o*er the foamy tide, 

Like the useless weed are thrown. 

While ocean waits in its restless J>€d, 

Listening to hear the sure decree, 

By the word of the Lord, there is no mor^ sea. 

Sorrow and gloom core oTer their head; 

Time lives when hope is fled. 

Thundering billows, foam and pour, . 

Brothers, we pass the waters o^er. 

Bring the mortals Girced'* wkh crime. 

Hopeless in iJie Ipve of tioie, 

Heave them over the whiripoors brink, 

"^here the foaming water'^s sink% 
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FIRST SPIRIT. 



Who loveth not the mother that bare him ! 
Though her eye be old aad dim j 
Comes not oft, when age or sorrow 
Clouds the pleasant iight of the morrow. 
Sitting by her side to cheer 
The weary hours of life's wafiing year. 
By the gates of tlie sea, 
Where the navies of ocean ride. 
Rocking on the changing tide. 
Up and down hearity, 
I saw one of the cl^ildren ^ miith 
Eagerly wooing the pleasures of eaith j 
Carelessness laughed^ ia his broad blue eye. 
And he lived as if he were never to die. 
By him was the sparkling Q|ip, 
Wanton fingers took it up, 
Placed it to his very lip. 
And he could not help but sip, 
Though he knew the flowing bowl 
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Was a stake against his soul. 
Dalliance lapped his life in bliss. 
With her love-ensnaring kiss, 
And her mildew on the heart. 
Blighting all its holy part ; 
Till his conscience heeded not €rod above ; 
And hoTV could he think of his childhood's love! 
Far, far away j 

In another land, and anothw clime. 
Walking slow by weary old Time, 
Followed by want from day to day. 
Whose lean hand ever on her shoulder lay ; 
His mother looked o'er the spreading sea. 
For the child she had cradled on her knee, 
And lay awake of nights to hear 
The winds howl over the waters drear. 
I pointed him out when he strove with the sail 
That flapped in the arms of the strong- wrest- 
ling gale. 
And it flung him down on the bubbling foam. 
One more spirit to the ocean home ; 

Yet not in their glorious car to ride, 
13 
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In calm or storm^ o'er the flowing tide. 

Down to the whirlpooFs deepest cell 

I throw him ; 

There let him dwell. 

No one to know him j 

Let him not hear 

In his hours of fear. 

Even a sigh that moveth cheer ; 

Where solitude broods o'er her weary reign. 

And anxious silence listens in vain. 



A ship on the ocean ! no car of the dead, 
A ship on the ocean ! her flag overhead. 
Every sail fully set, not a reef-point is there. 
Fore and mizzen, main and |ib, every one is draw- 
ing fair, 
To the sky-sail that hangs on its tapering spar. 
Through the mantle of foam that is spread on the 
deep, 
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Lying over in the tempest, see the gallant vessel 
sv^eep ; 

True and fair she cleaves the water, not an arm on 
her wheel. 

Riding o'er the foaming billow as if angels blessed 
the keel ; 

On her sides the spray and vapor beat like showers 
of smnmer rain. 

And the wind that moves the ocean struggles with 
her sails in vain. 

Swinging on the straining yards, gliding down the 
slippery mast. 

Loud they laugh in mirth and frolic, while the tem- 
pest shouteth past, 

Tell me, ye who know the ocean, who are these 
that sail so bold. 

And while tempests rage and thunder, fear nor ter- 
ror seem to hold, 

Tis the phantom ship ; that in darkness mid wrath 

Ploughs evermore its waste ocean path ; 

And the heart of the mariner trembles in dread, 

When it crosses his vision like a ghost of the dead. 
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CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

Gather storms, Oh wasting ocean. 
Roll your foaming billows high. 
Night with cloud and pall of darkness^ 
Veil in gloom the guiding sky ; 
Storm and sky and hastening water. 
Rise against our path in vaiu. 
Idle all your sounding warfare. 
Free we coui^e the ruffled main. 

Wail, oh winds, a mournful reqiuem. 

O'er the great funereal deep. 

While they pass in countless numbers. 

To their long forgotten sleep. 

From our number none shall peviA, ' 

We are masters of the wave. 

And the rolling floods that mock us. 

Nevermore shall be our giave. 
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Rise, Oh ship, to breast the billow. 
Crowd aloft the shivering sail, 
Drive where ere our fancy leads us. 
Stronger than the sounding gale ; 
Hoary mists fall thick and heavy. 
Winds opposing, howl and rave. 
Nothing stays our gallant vessel. 
Riding o'er the heaving wave. 



SECOND CHORUS. 

We are all here. 

All the ghosts that mariners fear, 

Bred on the waters, finding our home 

Every where that the billows roam j 

Merry or grave, bold and free, 

A jovial band of spirits are we. 

Does not the heart of the brave man fail. 

And terror blanch his countenance pale. 

As we sit on the end of the yard and the q>ar^ 

In circles of fire on the ominous air. 
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Ha ! His merry to see him cower. 

Bold hearts shrink at our puny power. 

That would laugh us to scorn, if they knew as we. 

How feeble the spirits of ocean be. 

Lay him down now on his hammock to rest. 

Steadily rises his broad firm breast. 

With an inspiration long and deep. 

Such as betokens perfect sleep. 

On his brow there is no care. 

Thought with its lines is wanting there. 

Muscle and sinew everywhere. 

Over his head the thunder may burst. 

The storm and the whirlwind do its worst. 

Nothing shall mar his quiet rest, 

Or the steady rise of his broad firm breast. 

Whisper now, brother, in his ear, 

And his quick pulse bounds with the throb of fear. 

Trouble broods on his anxious brow, 

And his arms are tossing to and fro. 

Till he starts from his rest with a wiklerad gleam. 

And looks for the ghost of his vanishing ^eam;, 

All the fancies vague and strange. 



^ 
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Hatching in the lonely brain^ 

Dreaming o'er the thoughtful main^ • 

Superstition's witching train ; 

Where the thoughts unbidden range, 

Lingering in the world that is 

Viewless unto those in this ; 

All the dread of powers unfelt, 

To which fear has ever knelt, 

Hanging on the thought confined. 

Like a nightmare of the mind ; ^ 

Brooding terror, rayless gloom. 

Hastening to a changeless doom ; 

To our gallant vessel come. 

Joyous in their ocean home. 

Merry and sad, gay and grave. 

They own our power on the deep-sea wave. 



Mom slowly came to close the glorious scene ; 

Calm mom ; with deep blue sky, and air serene, i' 

First fruit of autumn ; yet the unquiet sea 

Worked in its overwrought bed tumultuously ; 
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Like a proud charger champed its bit of foam, 
And roUcn its sounding wave in thunder home. 
Farewell, Oh ocean ! many days thy roar 
Has been my music, now to be no more ; 
Yet like a lover, in my heart of hearts 
Thy presence goeth with me, joy imparts. 
I shall not always leave thee ; yet again, 
God willing, I will hail thee, changelees main. 
Farewell, Oh ocean ! would that thy great thought 
Upon my inner life its power had wrought ; 
Then up my soul, shake off th« brooding dream, 
Life for mankind and God be now thy theme, 
Stand in thy lot, strike for the truth and right, 
Strike with full heart, God help thee in the fight ; 
Still through the dust and strife of mai|hoDd's y^ears, 
Undimmed by all save wrong, a star appears, . 
Around it hope, with gentle halo plays. 
And points and lures us on, through earth's dark 

days J 
Till in the coming years, we hear the word. 
And hail with joy, the '* well done'* of our Lord. 



NOTES. 



1. The hills that rise beside Neapeagfiie's Icme wute. 
Ne&peagjie, signifies " the water [and*" In violent storms the 
waves break over it fi»r miles in extent Neapeagae Beaeh, is a long 
saad bar eonneeting Moatauk iirith hoatg Island. Been from the Nom- 
monock HiUs it presents an appaaraace werthy af an eastar a deseii* 

2. From wakening birds the eariy burst of song. 
Few even of those who are accustomed to listen to the song of the 
birds, are aware of the universal chorus which rises from forest, bush, 
and ield, with the early break of day. It is the only time when afl the 
feathered songsters unite in their hymn of praise, and its continuance is 
so brief that Hot many shake ott' the slumbers of the night in season to 
listen to its music. 

3. Reared its bald head o'er Nommonock's far height ! 
The Nommonock Hills rise out of the sandy waste of Neapeague, 
forming the bold and rugged outline of the western extremity of Man- 
tank. 

4. Seawanhackee. 
One of the Indian names of Long Island. 

5. Jeans Seawanhackee to "thfb hilly land." 
Montauki or Montaukett, signifies ** the Ull|r cpuntry," a name sug- 
gested undoubtedly by its peculiar aspect 
14 
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6. Are hid with thee. 
Vessels, large fish, and other heavy bodies, are not unfreqaently 
brought in during violent storms, and either partially or wholly buried 
under the moving sands of Neapeague. But a few years since, a com- 
plete skeleton of a whale was imbedded upon the southern shore. 

7. The dtepkstfli vrfleys. 
The whole surface of Montauk is eitfailr valley or hill. In many 
places so deep and precipitous are the vaHeys, that they seem more 
like ravines, except for the delightful and verdant level always spread 
out at the bottouL 

8. Beneath the ehadoWs of " the HiHter Wood." 
There are two tracts of woodlaDd,4mow«refl *' the Hither Woods,'' 
anA '' the Pekic Woods." fSMilary ^ttnd decaying tnmks over all the 
country show that not many years since it was covered much more ex- 
tensively and perhaps wholly with forest. 

9. Across Down Neck, we sought **the printed roct" 
There are two or three rocks upon Montauk, containhig each a 
distinct and well wrought impressfon of the human foot The one here 
alluded to, in the vicinity of flie former burial place of the tribe, is per- 
haps best known. They are supposed to have been carved as land- 
marks. 

10. Wamponomon. 
The extreme eastern point of Montauk. 

11. Broader and brighter like the good man's way. 
** The path of the just is as the sliining light, that shineth more 
and more unto the perfect day." 

12. To the deep music of Uie water'ii flow; 
Node who have stood by the surf and listened to the ito ' i l iu r of 
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hy Urt vetkng^wave, tw» Intre faile4 to admire the 
fiUeb stemi to spring out, «f the wat^. 



19. With liageriag steps I sought the l(Miely hottie. 
With flie «NPeplioii of a feir faidiui huli^ there are hot four 
dweUingv upoii Mentadc 

14. TiMre is a tai^ Mr'to view. 
Ae i ci— ef Hie teg^d of Wjpaodaflnee, » laid M the ralley 
stretching from the head of Kongonock, northeast towards the IBhag* 
waimock Hills. It was the actual residence of the chief, and the events 
recorded are historically true. 

15. And sinlnr on his shoulders his beautflhi head. 
When the deer is started/ and feels tfie necessity of rapid flf^t, 
with Ml head tivowB badt upon Ms shbulders, and his common-place 
and ungainly form moulded into lines of grace and b<$aUt^, he presents 
perhaps the finest picture of speed that the realms of animated nature 
affinrd. 

16. Manohonock. . 
Gardiner's Island. 

17. Still away, Meshomac lies, 
Meshomac is the southeastern point of Shelter Island. 

18. Manhassetts' warriors brave, 
TheManhassetts occcupied Shelter Island. 

19. And the brave of Unkenchie, 
Unkenchie— One of the names of Shelter Island. Its more com* 

mon name was ManhanseckahaquashawannucL 

20. For '^ 4m aaehem's IMa^^ in th* hauAted wood. 
Fer maa^^'frnn "ib» ftachemfn IMe" was showm as oae «f Che 
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enrioiw nlioe ol Indian hislary. TraAlwa fekle»<lwt ^ 
of the Manhassethi, who wcw brother tp Yf ywmdmmot , wi i hwe ai tog 
his decease to be interred upoii Montauk, those who carried the body, 
laid it dowR to rest in the wooda east d* Eostluunpton; and that wbtre 
the head of the phief lagr, a bote in the ground was easavatecW te v4ick 
the tribe attached a peculiar sacredness. For ecoturies «very individ* 
ual as he passed, carefully cleansed the hob of its dvt and rubbish, 
and seemed to ofier over at his sitenl devofio^ fai the year 1646 the 
laying out of a new r»ad abeorbed fiMreVer this sacred meimeiBl ^Mb^ 



21. Alas ! poor victims, 
The lance, like the flying-fish of the ocean, fi^ds no place of safety 
from its numereus Ibes. Driven to the aivftice l^ voracious fish, it 
is there assaMied \^ birds, and even in the shaUow waters of the shore 
it has numerous enemies, of whom by vo means the most iniiignikftnt 
is the apparently ioer^ and^tasdy cuttle-ii^ 

22. But to the upptr air retnmad no more ; 
The small Tern often dives with so much force aod v^ofty,as 
to remain completely submerged for several seconds. . In such cfwes it 
is not unfrequently seized by some of the numerous fish lyfng in wait 
for the lance or other prey which may chance to pass on the surfacst 

23. The pigmy Peeps along the waning year; 
The Peeps are Wilson's Sandpiper, aad receive varioiu names 
along the coeust, as Peeps, Knee-deeps &c. Any one who has been by 
the sea in spring or fall must have noticed their peculiarly guileless 
and trusting look. 

24. Manisses. 
Block Island. .-. 

25. Yet round and twmd his flftGdiiiig eye, 
The power ef life in the eye sf the Bagis is y m a drnM b^ond 



w a ^ e m Aoa to iktme who h&rm not wkneMed il. Bveo when paralysed 
wi& wdfuods so that it oannot move musde or feather, the light of its 
eye burns with full force and brilliancy ; thought and determination seem 
triumphing in the unconquerable will, and when at last it fades like the 
eoiHng of burning raetal> death has abready supervened. 

26. In the dim Hgkiof eve, " the WhooiHng Boy's Hollow." 
East ef Easthampton a ' place is shown in the forest caJled thA 
^ Whoc^ng Boy's Hollow," where the credulous hear firom time t» 
time the wM yell of an Indian apparently engaged in mortal combat 
with some invisible foe. 

27. Joy to the music of the birds, 
Early in autumn, the hills and sloping sides of Montauk, are 
covered with the various hirds of passage that follow the coast south- 
ward. In the account here given of them, popular and local names are 
adopted, rather 0an those known only to the scientific. 

28. The Gdden Eye, whose Bounding pinions wake, 
The^ Qolden Eye, or Whistler^se called, not as many suppose 
fh»m his peculiar note, but from the shrill sound of his wings in flight. 

29. Here is the burialrground, 
A little to the west of Kongonock, in the Indian Fiekl, is the 
principal burying-ground of which any traces remain. It is not proba* 
ble that its antiquity extends back j^rther than the early settlements of 
the whites upon Long Island. The mound and stones at the head and 
foot of the grave, indicate a civ^zed origio. Still neglect and solitude 
give it an a]n[)earance which naturally carries the mind bfusk to the 
times when the funeral wail went up from every hill and valley. 

30. The meek-eyed plover hides amottg Htsd graves, 
30. The Grass Plover, or Bartram's Tattler, is common upmi Mon- 
tauk during all the summer months. Frem the rank gtem of the In- 
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diMiFMid, h rim «t alixMit every eteg^, andite " meikwr «id|Me" ka 
•oil and pleasing note^ which every knrer of aatKire delig^hte to hear. 

31. Behold th' imprinted stone ; 
Near the Banal Gromid is one of the ibo^^9fmU ef which mu^ 
tion is made in note 9. Near the foot-print is a perennial fountain or 
pool, and as nothing remarkable can be $Hpwn in a ooootiy whose 
history is lost, without a tradition attached to it, it is rdated that in the 
early ages of the Montauk nation, one of the tribe» whose i^fiataEtuMi 
was rained and life fbrieiled by some act of eriae, fled to this spot, aad 
placing his foot upon the rock, sprang forward into the vaJi^y which 
opened to receive him, while from the closing earth gushed forth a 
spring which to this day has not ceased to low* 

3S. Or with triple courage steered his boat, 
Illi robur at aes trq>lex 
Circa pectus erst— Hob i«& 

33. Like Haydon's war-borse, 
Allusion is here made to the magnificent war-horse of Haydon 
descending wildb Cuiiius mto the Gtdf. The popuhir idea of the Ma^ 
Strom is of course adopted, which supposes the waters in the center 
of the whirlpool to make a pse^pitous leap downward into some xxor 
known abyss. 

34 Bring the mortals Circed witfi crime, 
The author hopes to be pardoned for the introduction of a word 
designed to express the blind infatuation with whisk the «odden i 
supposed to possess her followers. 



PENINSULA OF MONTAUK. 



LoN» iMhASB ifi generally conaiderad about one hundred 
and twenty miles long, measuring irom its western extremity 
nivar Coney Island to tha point of Montauk. The island 
pr(^r» howeyer, t«nninates,at a line drawn across it from 
Bprtb to south about three miks east of Amagansett. I do 
mot mean that the whole is not enclosed witiiin one circuit 
of wattf , but all west of this luie is of one geological form- 
ation which here ceases wiA great abruptness, and is sue*- 
oeeded by the sandy waste of Neapeague and the rolling 
hills of Montauk, seeming like portions of another country* 
The western portion has been often described and to it w« 
do not purpose at present to allude. But the eastern part 
is Qomparatively little known. And though no portion o[ 
our country is richer in legendi^ lore, thoi:^ none affords 
a more delightful retreat from the heat and bustle ot the 
city during summer, and thoitgh the whole lies within a vwf 
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few hoars' ride of the great emporium of our wealeni world, 
still few persons are aware that a region so entirely unique 
and yet so pleasant in its scenery, lies within their reach. 
While Metacom, Sagnyn, Whathah and Thayendanagoa 
have furnished abundant themes for the historian and the 
noYelist, the name of WyandartKe is siarcely heard; and 
though every school-boy can t/A the story of the Pequots, 
the Mohicans, and the Tuscararas, not many know evuk the 
land of the powerfol tribes of Manhasset and Montauk. 
Their insular posttion separated them from the great contests 
which, while they swept their red brethren from the main 
land, yet left them a name on the page of history. The 
friendly disposition which their great leader alwajrs mani- 
fested toward his white neighbors prevented the scenes of 
savage strife which so often marked the intercourse of ths 
two "races, and by slow degrees, unheard of by the busy 
world, this once powerful peo^e has melted away till of tb* 
Manhassets not one is left, and of the Montauks probaU}^ 
the last representative, a miserable vagabond, wanders over 
the hills where his fathers held undisputed sway. The east 
ead of Long Island has, from its difficulty of access, been 
to most travelers a complete terra moogniim. We prope«e 
thBrefofe,iB this place, to give a brief sketch of Neapeague 
and Montauk, their formation, natural history, historical as* 
sociations, and whatever «ise may seem to be of interest. 

Passing aboQt five miles eastward from the village of East 
Hampton, and emerging from between the high and thick 
hedges which have hitherto confined omr view on either hand, 
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stretdbM a long wa«le ef sasdj plaiii,'wkidi Mem t^te 
Mtiidiy lerel^ tiiough it is in f^t mmimni^ wMYea. 'Bm 
mfy elevation wUch br«ak Ike* pwfol - uttfemiljr of ite 
surface are the 8aiid--hiils whik^h, long ago, when the sand was 
bare, were raised by die ac^lkm of the wimL The Tiew in 
this Reaction is bounded hj the first range, of Montanky ik$ 
Nonunonock Hills. South of us, at the distanee <)f ahwl 
half a mile, lie the restless waters of the ocean, seen mif 
at intervals between the high banks with which 43ie beadi is 
bocdesed. Between us and tlie» ses^ and stretdiing alee a 
loflg way to the southwwt, the yinw k like tiuC ea tfan ensi 
a aoqgt that the surfcee is somewhait naeve uneven. Thb 
dieary reach of barren sand, wlncb joins .the ^^ Hilly Land"«ef 
Houtaidc to the main body of the island, is sliU knsfwn hf no 
other than thci Indian namp — Neofrntgrne.^ As seen freas 
tke cqpot at whidi we imagjtoe omsebiee. sppfnachieg it» et 
still more £ftY<nrably £roB» the hilb «f the Hitker Woedani 
oi Nommonoek along its eastern betder, «t» iMryaspeel een** 
veys at onee tathe mind an idea of its erigin and <sf m e t i e ni 
It is aknoat i mpe es ihle to veskit the faptnssion 41miA ^^9» 
tend e d plain beneath us, reackki^ fnm Ike eeean on Ike 
senik to the equally open Waders of ^asdkier's Bay en tke 
north, and bordered east and west by hiUs which ri8eabvuf*» 
\j hook its edge^ was enee tiled with watei^*-lhal in fael 
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iwiliiMikee* th» MH folM-^ekar aad mibffdimi tbroogb m 
0ltail ire wits i» widtk Aad tbe flieni oanfoUy i/Te-M* 
«M(ne the kiiAof^ smt^lvaeliure (rf this mgular reghm, tlw 
nenr do w$ ind W ecnvlBee ^iw <hat thiB opinkm n tli# 

The ladkn Mme Neapeagae signifies the Water Lsed. 
ft be ^«lre we eeimat attach nmoli irafMNtanoe to this abme^ 
INI taken in oemnectioii with ethef facts, it seems to show 
tbat^their tradilions, if we could aeeertai» then, wcrald svp- 
foittis in tliis beliaf, 

' Another Act worthji <rf oMBtieR is, that the form aad e»> 
INH of the Beaeh (in which tens is ioeludM the whole spaee 
of If eapeagve) has-ehanged'iFerf nuob withki tlie memegy-ttf 
tMin<*«*4be land encpoaehing eootfaniallj upon tke^sea. Chi 
the Arst Tisisg gromid to the east, the coouneacenent of the 
hMs'of MoMauk, stands a house which was buttt a littls 
Ihove thou ft% years o i a ft e . Miiai'it was bask, the line of 
4ir ftmaleert ahMig the -ebeie of- Neapeague laoged darectlj 
tew«#d it, so tiMtttheiMes whkh th^^ as no^ir, were ifi the 
hahil ef f tesa i a g alsMg the edge of dM-snrf to piek«up what* 
0m Ae w«^os asighMkrow oa whoi^ eaald bo seen aafar as 
Hm eye eeold leadh. Now, the land 4ias so ias fornnd 
saathwaid, tiiat the hieakefs are not visible Iroas the honsa, 
being hid hf tho sand-faOls wMeh have aMoawktedt ud 
the road aeross Neapoagan undanbtediy paaaes orerwhat 
was even then coroMd by the sea* The honso stands now 
between twenty and thiity vods fswn the skM)re. If. the 



beaeh kfts ineteased ih wiMv^ku* siMlr WilMn* Mjr ytBxnfiH 
iM not -difficult to tNideritMi4«vrbat tiw sine loMses, o^enDtki^ 
fbr a longer tiifle prs^riotifi, may have acoempliibad. 

Anotker featoirfdr sappoMtig ilmA Naapaagua isnMt^y 
Mkitet wkosa ^^a^skhwre btM stopped if^nmA is, timt 
mch occurrences are by no means rare. There are nany 
instances along our own coast, and tha appearan^s whick 
Aey present are very similar to those in the -case under &9th 
sideratbn. 

In addition to Ms, we have l^e widely ditfereM stractnrd 
of Long Island and Montaak. So dsfiarent indeed are thcy^ 
ttMt'We can acaiaiely beievatiley were origwaHy partaof 
tile sasie fbraisulian, and iteeems^even strange, th#t Istendi 
dHuatad so (^se together ar tii^y mnn^ of coarse havek«ea) 
{^ould be so entirely dfssimtlan The general surface of 
Long Ishtnd, and its geological ckataeter, are well kno>fVft, 
and it is not necessiuy kere to allude* t^ them ; tke ap p ta »« 
ance of ftbMitaiik* will bepiesmlly deaeribed. Itiss«A> 
mntiar>e«t present purpoie %9 okearv^tkaton oa^par^tf 
oar aoast y mkaM y «ai wefind, wMntba spaca^ef fivje^asikii 
9mA a totals dHMnilar^ as eiisls betwm« Aa wfiaaia aaal 
and wast of NesfiMigaa* 

Tka kat ftMt wkich I skall nw^ion is«o*e wUalitrf itself 
aaems to seltib tke eeoaiilc mtA rec^aEt origta of Mm s aa dy 
fiain ; it- witke acanxfenco of natine remains at a gieal dii« 
taaaa faMtt tke ahaas^ aad ki aaek preservation as to skow 
that the change which tunad their Jid ocean bed to its pres« 

ftliasnara recent geokg- 
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ieal pbenmMAft. • I ytiH aot gpsat «f ti» lighter obJMtis a« 
flhelb, &c., wkkh are^Mtilj tramiiortedaad whick of cmiw 
are sometioAM, •▼en bow, washed hr hejimA their ot^marf 
lioHle^by the ieay as m etorniftit rolls nearlj acrees the- whrie 
width of the beach. Othev obfieta. exist (rf »iish gPsater 
weight, ^hich aotbinf coeld k^e placed, m the spots whem 
we find them, except the deep^nd roUing waler of the open 
aea. A few jfteaTe since the entire skel^on of a whale miglit 
be seen imbedded in the earth, OMsre than half a mile fmn 
the present margin of the beadi, and close to the bolder of 
the upland. Vbe bones were not scattered As tiioiig^ thejr 
had boon dragfed to their situ^iott after the lemoyal of tlis 
iosh, bttt lay nearljr in their Nlatirre positions, showing plain- 
ly that the body had been hove up by tlieearf, end being oov<- 
ered with the sand,' the gradual parooess of doeay had left the 
bones to bleaeh whese they lay. They weee ▼ery-near the 
snr£aee, some of them in fact being paitially exposed above 
it; and were of cowrse wflfain -roaoli of the aotioa of the lur. 
But in piaoo of being deonyed, they eiidiiMledvevy nearly the 
■ppeavmnee of nsoenl hones. This is not 
Mlatediaeti otlMw might be statod of 
though none in 'which the remains weee like these in \ 
tttde. Bnttfae detmlis nnaeceesary; the AmI ooeme «n- 
qnestionable that a Ifurge part of Ne^peagne wno foiniod hf 
the action of the water. And if a port, it is liMhiit to «n- 
deretand why jpot the whole, £sr wo indno pkwo in whseh 
the Mne of separation con ike dia wt u 
A few wosds ef deseriflinn nowy i 
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Neapeagae is ^bcfv^ six adke in length and three in width. 
Its general surfcee is but little elevated above the ocean, 
tiMragfa along the side nearest the sea, sand-hills have been 
raised by the wind to the height of fifteen or twenty feet, so 
tiiat in traveling across the beach the ocean is almost entire* 
ly hid from the view. Between these hills and" through 
ikem the surf breaks so heavily in storms as sometimes to 
mingle its waters with those of the bay along the northern 
sliore. In the well knimn September gale, channels were 
cut in this way from the ocean to the bay, so deep that a 
horse could scarcely cross them without swimming. These 
however were soon filled again with sand and all traces of 
Aem obliterated. But few trees are found on Neapeague, 
and tiiose which occur are mostly on the western part and 
are ot small size. In the same part we find numerous beach 
^tem bushes^ the Prunus liHeralkj whose fruit is much val 
ued and furnishes no small profit to a part of the population 
of Amagansett and Acabonick. Another plant which erea 
fi^w is ot much tttportance, and which might easily be in- 
eroased bycidttvalionto almost any extent, is the Cranberry 
{Oanf coccus maorocarpm) which q>reads over a large por- 
lioQ of Neapeague, and whose delicale vines, twining among 
tbe grass or creeping over the sand, present at all times a 
•Mst beaulifal appearance, whether decked with their flow- 
eta of aiagular shape, or covered with the elegantly colored 
finsil. OffOniBg in eompany with this, though more abun- 
; oa the drier parts of the beach, are vast quantities of 
-kn0«m very genially in the vicinity as 
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Doer Feed* The origin of thk ftppdlalim we MeeUiged 
to leave to cettjectare, as there appear* no evidenee thattlM 
Deer erer use it as food. The plants bowevtf, is quite eomr 
moD, and on Neapeague particularly so, completely coferieg 
tixe grovjKUin smne- parts, and pMtsentiiig during atttunin a 
yery pleasant contrast between the dark gjBeenot the leaves 
and the rich color of the fruit. The northern part of Am 
beach is penetrated 'by an arm of the »ea, called Neapea^^ 
harbor which is too shallow to- attow of any veasels but tha s e 
of amall draught entering it. 

The only aei^ess to Montauk is hf the way of Iteq^eag«% 
imd ther ride aevose it is always tedious in-the extmme. The 
depth ef the eand renders the progress necessaiily skmr, ailA 
an hour to an -hear aftd a half after you leave the uiiland, 
finds you stttl dragf Httf wearily along the beach. Nothing 
Inreaks the monotony of thescene, but the loai whietiie of ^he 
Tell-tale or the harsh scream of the Tern, and almost'wMi^ 
out cessation your attention is claimed by a sad an n e yon ce, 
common to aH similar localities on our coast* It seematthe 
very father4And of the insatiate musfpiito, and ualeas m l»r 
Toring wind haaewept them away, aa is sontetimes the oaaa> 
they literally fill the atmosphere. Ck^ consc4atien|i bow^r^ 
er, yeu may alwaye have, when they are peuriagiii at tlas 
aides, and when' the back of your frieod'e ooat^«a h#tnla»«i 
front of you, is not visible, joia are very aeon lo laam i 
As you approach the end of the beach, theeur < 
itiHf and before you havs riddm a faaakes of a miW Wftik 
Montauk Aey have ieft jlt^u eUtireljr* Tbe 
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!i» change is alwagrg e^kii^. They leave yrar carnage as 
llmigh swept out bjr some ihvisible hand, and even those 
whi^ have dung to dbjeets withki, speedily disappear. 

Bising bom Neapeague, we enter upon a district at once 
airaog^ and beauti&il* On the left, stretching to the norths 
west, aro the Nommonock IfiUs, which form the eastern 
border of tiie beach, and east of them, rising higher still are 
the bills of the Hither Wood. Over these latter the road 
pwMes. Before we enterthe woods, which cover their high- 
est part, we will pause a moment, for such a scene, we maj 
say witbeut fear of oontradictiiE>n, C2m no where else be 
lau&d. West of us Iks the dreary waste of Neapeague; 
Mretehing in its loneliness to the distant woods and risii^ 
gronnd of Amagansett. Its surjfaee seems an unbroken 
level, and the queirtion of its oeeanie origin is settled wi&- 
out a wevd. The liUle harbor, imbosomed in its northern 
half, seems (so imrrow is its outlet) Uke a beautiful lake at 
oar fe^. The sandy shore swieeps out in a graceful curve, 
while a little more distant the lovely Mancholiock, (Mon- 
dM»*gOHMok) rests on the quiet surface of the bay. Thie 
gfaater part of the spaee on the north is covered by tibe 
Hkher Woods, buried among which we can just distin- 
gimhthe fair Quannontowunk, the first of the large fresh* 
^nds, which form sack a striking feature of the 
Nor^ast and east, the woods shut out the 
g e nlhso st) we bai^ a very fair representation of 
Hm kUh of M m t m A. Of those hills it is almost impossible 
l»«olMref >« uuw Hi U ideok RowmM and roBing, but in many 
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caaas qdte 8t«ep and abrapt ; ttot aanraiig«d in ridgM, birt 
scattered appaiently at random ; with no level land amosg 
them^ but deep Gup-«iMped bellows seeming like reversed * 
copies of the biHs themselves ; bare of trees and covered 
only wilb a snSMth tnrf , as ckee as though it had bam 
shorn, their api^rance is sm generis. We cannot place oar« 
selvea on any^Murt of the extent which beais the name Mon- 
tank, without fully understanding the propriety of the namo* 
It is in truth a '' HiUy Land." From Nommonock to Waw^ 
poBomon thoioUing surface is uabrokeny except by the p<H[idii 
and jne m two small spaces which are by courtesy osilted 
plains. The UglM^t of these hills, m the western part of 
the peninsula, are those on which we are standing. With 
one glance towavd the sMitti, where the unbroken expanse ef 
ocean SIH the vienr, we pass onward through the Hitfa«r 
Wood. The dead trunks of aged trees, some standing and 
some lO'ostrate, the tokens of its former j^ide, give evidence 
that its extent was once mneh greater than it is nesr. A 
ride of two miles brings us again among the ep^i hills, aad 
along them our road winds moat beautifolly, now oner a sus^ 
mit, and again down till our view on every side extends but 
three or four rods at most, and then along the hilL-side whesn 
it seems unsafe for any but a pedestrian to vent^we. Bo<Mid" 
i9g some low eminence, below us lies one ef the thonennd 
little ponds which dot the surface of Montank. ita oaka 
waters, covered with the shining leaves and bsittiaBit fLom^m 
of the Nymphaea, or filled wiik the likmim and dnkfTitii 
Deoodon, axe perhaps disljifcri by tha wiimg spiisig^ Iha 
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Teal or the Blaok Duck ataitled at our approach ; a^d later 
in ibe seaeen, that sound so sweet to a sportman's ear, the 
lottd honk of the wild goose, as he sterts to his heavy flight, 
denotes how seldom man disturbs thes^ solUndet. A short 
distance further, and we seethe lovely Kongoaook. Once on 
its bosom floated a hundred light canoes, upw its eastern 
border stood the main fortress of the tribe, and near at hand 
their largest village. Now all of these are gone, but in its 
name. Fort Pond, we trace a token of its former glory. 
It is a beautiful sheet of water, stretchiiig almost across the ' 
island, the hills rising high and steep tMrard the vordnpm 
end, while around its southern portion is- one of those small 
tracts of level land to which allusion has been already made% 
VbAm is commonly known as FitUan's Plain. On it stands 
the second of the four houses wlgch are feund^n Montauk. 
lie third house is abont four miles Curtfaer east, the fourth 
IS at the Point* The land, belween Fovt Pond and the sea, 
is so low that in storms the surf swec^ across. it with some 
violence* To prevent this a low embaatkmenk has been 
construeted. The water of the pond is entirely fresh and 
abounds with White Perch, {Labrax rmfus.) On the east 
side b( the pond, about midway from north to sooth, rises, 
very steep and abruptly from the water's edge, a rounded 
hill, higher than any other near it. On this hill was llie 
gieat fort of the Montauks, and from it emM be seen the 
beaoen'Sigbt on Wamponomon. Commencit^ near Us souths 
em base, a deep valley str^«hes eas^ard, aeemiog almost 

like a'tavine. In thk valley was the rOyal village of Wytan* 
16 
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dtanee, which was nearly destroyed on Ihe night of the fierce 
attack of Ninnigret or Janemo, when the power of the tribe 
was broken, the dai^ihler 9i the old chief carried away cap- 
tive, and htfr husband slain. The scene of the first tale of 
the poe\n^ies here and on the neighboring hills, until the tide 
of battle sweepi it westward. Shagwannock, (Shag-wom- 
mon-uck) on wiach the signal-fires were kindled, is four miles 
east, beyond the Great Pond. Gulloden is north of the val- 
ley, bordering the bay and was quite noted a few years rince 
as the place of capture of the negroes of the Amistad. 
Thtre ean be no qi^stioii that two hundred years ago, in the 
days of the Eagte oftheMontauks, a mighty people centred 
here, and here wmre gathered the flower and strength of 
their aaticHi. The tribes tibffough the whole length of Sea- 
wanhackee fwid ihsiit tdbuto here. The brave, the just, the 
good WyandMiBeei tlje lover of peace, the friend . of the 
white man, r«lfd aitiappy race. But now, alas ! we loiter 
in their lovely vailies,«nd the only sound we hear is the dis- 
tant murmur of the sea. The frail structure of the wigL 
warn has not asore completely perished than the national 
existence of the Montauks. Where thousands lived and 
roamed in happ'mefts D5rer all these hills, now the most p«r- 
feot and utter laneliness exists. At the death of Wyatidan- 
nee the g^ory o£ their tribe departed. Weeoncombone was 
far from maintainiag'tlie high renown his father had acquiied, 
and since his day, a elow, but sure and mournful degrada- 
ti«a, has been their constant lot. By degrees they parted 
with their land till not a single acre of their free inheritance 
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can now be called their own. There are two tracts to which 
they still lay claim, and for which a yeaily rent is paid them, 
but the title is in other hands and the rent is a sum nearly 
nominal. Each one of these tracts is known as the Indian 
Field, thou^ that name is more commonly applied to the 
eastern one. The western division contains the site of 
Wyandannee's village, and is separated from the portifm 
south of it, which is common to all the proprietors of Mon- 
tauk, by a heavy stone walL This wall was built by the 
white men at the time they bought the land, and it is a part 
of their contract with the Indians that it shall be ;maintaiiied. 
It extends from Kongonock to the Great Pond, nearly east, 
between two and three miles. As we pass along this wall 
and cross the high ground southeast of CuUoden, we see, 
at the distance of about two milea^ thejiighest land upon Mo»- 
tank, t]|e Shagwannock Hills. They are in the eastern di- 
vision of the Indian Field. Betw^n ^m and. our station 
lies the largest collection of fresh wat A to be found on Long 
Island ; it is the Great Pond. What name it bore among the 
iBdians is perhaps now unknown. It is nearly three miles in 
length, and in its northern half, about a mile in width. Many 
years ago it was connected with the sea, pn the north, by an 
inlet,' but that has long been closed and the water is now 
perfectly fresh. While the inlet was open, fidi pf various 
kinds of course frequented it, and when by a storm the com- 
munication was cut off, a few of the striped Bass remained 
enclosed, some of them still survive and have grown to a 
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great size. A jear of two sinee one drifted ashore dead, 
which weighed %beiut iGorty pounds. 

From Hke south end of the pond to the light-house is about 
four milesy with seenery very similar to that which we have 
already passed. The Point, on which the light-house stands, 
was called by the Indians, Wampdnomom, and is the only 
part to which on most maps the name Montauk is given. It 
rises nearly a huudrcd feet above the sea, and is crowned by 
the tall white column of the Kght-houi$e, itself a hundred 
feet in height. The light is one of the most important oa 
our coast-; it is kept in admirable order, and from its gteat 
elevation it sends its friendly warning fax out upon the sea. 
Were it not for the difficulty of access, Montauk would no 
doubt become a place of fashionable resort, for its facilities 
for surf bathing are unrivaled ; but so long as a tedious ride 
of eighteCB to twenty-five miles, across Neapeague #nd its 
own rough surface, lies between it and the nearest villages, 
it must remain vAM it^s now, one of the most perfectly wild 
and lonely, and al the same time one of the most perfectly 
delightful places for a stimmer sojourn, that our coast can 
furnish. Its great 'and peculiar charm is the sense of entire 
freedom which it mspires — ^freedom from the conventional 
restraints of society— freedom from human observation — and 
as the almost inevitable result of it — ^freedom from care. 
On the beach or oti the hills you feel that you are alone. 
There is nothing to recall the busy and anxious scenes of 
Mfe, and even the grave and sedate man is apt to feel and 
act like a boy just loosed from sehool, and to betake himself 
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to skipping stones on the smooth water, or makiBg ineffec- 
tual shots with the same missiles at the nimble footed Sand- 
erlings as they dodge in and oat along the edge of the break-* 
ers. Whatever the method you take to amuse yourself, you 
are sure to return at the appointed hour, for such a thing as 
a poor appetite is unknown on Montauk, and you seat your- 
self at the table, fully prepared to do justice to the abun- 
dant cheer provided. 

In a place so retired as this, the amusements common in 
crowded places of resort, of course cannot exist. But sadly 
deficient in his own resources must a man be, who finds 
himself at a loss in what manner to occupy his time, or who- 
cannot pass at least a few days here most pleasantly. 

From its loneliness, the great extent which is uninhabited, 
its insular position, and its numerous ponds, Montauk is the 
resort of great numbers of water iHrds at the different sea- 
sons when their migrations bring tbeiid to our shores. Dur- 
ing the heat of summer but fe\e are th^re. One or two 
straggling pairs of black ducks' build their ^e^ts among the 
marshes of Reed Pond, but akndst aU have passed far on to 
their breeding places in the Norths With the waning sum-^ 
mer come the slender-billed waders in thtonga. The Sand- 
pipers and Tattlers, the Turnstones, Plover, Godwits and 
Curlews are speedily followed by the Teal and other early 
arriving ducks, but it is not until near the end of October that 
the list is made comfdete by the coming of the geese. The 
chief place of resort for these is the Great Pond, which is 
very commonly called Goose Pond, and a sportsman coming 
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in sight of it for the first time, and seeing the geese covering 
acres of its surface, and listening to the uninterrupted music 
of thm honking, or the loud roar of their wings as the whole 
throng starts te flight at once, is very apt to think that they 
cannotall escape him* But when he has started at the early 
dawn, and haslain shivering behind the Stone Wall or on Reed 
Fond l>eacb^ and men ten thousand g^esepass into the pond, 
but not one witljin Ins reach, and then when at night he has 
seen them all pass out, going precisely where he did not 
expect them, and has wended his way back in the dark- 
ness, cold and hungry, and found that the remainder of the 
company have come in from their several stations with the 
same tale, he will begin to think that shooting a goose on 
Montauk is not so easy as he at first supposed. And the 
next day's experience will fully confirm him in the belief. 

In closing this account of Montauk, a few words as to its 
present condition, may not be unadvisable. It is owned by 
an incorporated company, and is used simply as a pasture 
field, each prgprietor being entitled to the pasturage of a 
certain number of cattle for every share of the stock he pos- 
sesses. The cattle graze in common, and as they have no 
protection from the hiclemency of the weather, are all driven 
off on the approach of winter. The business of the men 
,who inhabit the three houses — ^not including the one at the 
Point — ^is to take care of these cattle, though not much care 
is required, as there are no fences or cultivated grounds on 
which thiey can trespass. 

Of the Indians the race is almost extinct. Five or six 
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families still remain, but they are fast decreasing and very 
probably the present generation is the last. 

The limits of Montauk were once, perhaps, somewhat 
greater than they are at present. On the north side n^ar the 
Great Pond are the remains of a pine forest which stood on 
ground now covered by the sea. The roots remain buried 
in the sand and are visible only on the rccedijag of the tide. 
In other parts also we find tokens of the etJcroac:hments of 
the sea, and it is not at all impossible that the point once ex- 
tended much further east than now, perhaps even as far as 
to Block Island, for the geological character of the two is 
very similar and very peculiar. 
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